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F A B I. E 1. 
Tux EXPERIMENTAL, MORGAIST. 


KTM TU DIOoUs from aur ring takes to 
8 how 
A That virtue makes our die bee, 
My warning voice to ev'ry heart i, | 
May e' ry faithful” ear impart; * 
This one important truth beliey'd, 
Who can by vice be ſtill deceiv'd? © 
Bliſs is our aim, and bliſs our end, 
And he who points the path, a friend. - © 


* 6 
N I * 
ib . 
" - P 8 


A Goar and Fox, by joint conſent, » F oy 
Together once a journey went; 4 - 
Vith patient ſteps from moning'vSawn— © 

hey meaſur'd hill, and vale, and lawn; 

y * 


* = 
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When Phobus in the zenith rode, 
A chearleſs, pathleſs waſte they trod; 
The fainting wand'rers wide around 
With ſighs ſurwey d the burning ground; 
Again, and yet again they look, 
To find the welcome cooling brook: 
The welcome cooling brook in vain 
They-ſought around the ſun · burnt plain. 
Onward they flowly paſs, when 1o! 
A pit—and water deep below; 
Urg'd by a ſtrong deſire to drink, 
They both leap headlong from the brink; 
For appetite (till foremoſt goes, 4 
Quite blind to all beyond its noſe; 
And Reaſon, impotently kind, 
A tardy friend, limps far behind. 
Now when our pair had drunk amain, 
They thought of getting out again , 
And Teng with aching hearts they try'd, 
But this the ſteep aſcent deny'd. 
Reynard at length the goat addreſt, 
And thus his wily thought expreſt: 
Courage, my friend, —be ruld by me, ; 
© We'll foen from this miſchance. be free. * 
« Here—ot the pit the ſhalloweſt place, 
On your hind legs your body raiſe, 
© And while thy horns my weight ſuſtain, 
At one light bound the ſhore I'll gain, 
© And thence effectual aid can lend 
To fave thee too, my deareſt friend.'— 
The goat conſents—and by his aid 
Ahe fox his leap ſucceſsful made; 
His friend look'd up, well pleas'd no doubt, 
And deemd himſelf as good as out; 
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But the falſe fox, with barb'revs ſneer, 
Cry'd, © Pox! how came you ſcrambling here?“ 
The goat reply'd, Forbear to ſloùt, 
«© Leſt I ſhould aſk how you got out.“ 
Said he, Of that no doubt remains, 
© Yeu'd horns, my*friend,—and J had brains. 
© You wear that wiſdom on your chin 
Which 1, more modeſt, hide within. 
© We beaits of ſprightly thought deſpiſe  * 
All who like thee look gravely wiſe— 
© Improve theſe uſeful hints aright, 
' © You'll profit-much—and ſo good night. 
This ſaid, he titt'ring ſtunk away, 
The goat remain'd to death a prey. 

In wonder loſt, with horror chill'd, 
With anguiſh, indignation filPd, 
The traitcr-friend's enormous guile 


Engroſs'd his ſhudd'ring ſoul a While; 


A while the wretched beaſt forgot P 
His pity'd, helpleſs, hopeleſs lot; * 
But after ſhort ſuſpence his woes . 
Return'd—as the ſtem'd torrent flows, 
With treble force — he ſcarce ſuſtain'd 

The hock—and thus at length profan; 

Fox ever let that maxim ceaſe, 

“That Virtue's paths are paths of peace. 
© Where's that reward which learned pride 


© Boaſts none from virtue can divide? © _ 5 
© Where the ſure woes of various kinds, e 


Which fate to vice for ever binds? 
Lite, joy, (or what could make him ſmile) 
© 'The fox obtains thro? horrid guile; | 
© My life, my humble guiltleſs joys, 
* At once a gen rous truſt deſtroys;; 
A 2 r 


| 
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© Jore's ſlumbring vengeance lets him fly, 
© His goodneſs flumbers, while 1 die.” 

A $YLvVaN god who paſs'd that way 
(Of old none wander'd more than they) 
By chance the raſh impeachment heard, 
And inſtant on the brink appeat'd. 
© Look up, he cries, no more deſpair, 
The help you wiſh prevents your pray'r; 
© Safe on the wiſh'd ſubſtantial plain, 
© PII fet thy dying feet again. 
© 'The fox with envy didſt thou ſee? 
© Henceforth thyſelf a fox ſhalt be. 
Thou ſhalt his proſp'rous vice poſſeſs, 
© And taſte a fox's happineſs.” 

Tus thing was done as ſoon as ſaid, 
A fox, the goat enfranchis'd, fled, 


But feels within his alter'd mind, - 


His narrow'd love to ſelf confin'd. 

No more from others good his breaſt 
The ſocial joy ſerene poſſeſs'd; 

No more by kind compaſſion mov'd, 
His mercy is by foes approv'd. 

Now mutual wants, love's band below, 
No means g fix a friend beſtow; 
Unlov d, unloving, deep in earth, 
He gives his ſchemes of plundet birth. 
From injur'd man, his friend fo late, 
He fears the ſtroke of potent fate; 
Wich grief looks back on periods paſt. 
His bloodleſs food, a bleſt repaſt! 

Which late he cropt in peace proſound, 
With flocks, and herds, and men around, 
Yet now abhers that guiltleſs igod, . 


N 


To rapine_doom'$, and thirſt of blood. 
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And mourns the days (to this a ſlave)” 
When heav'n a happier nature gave: — 
By dear experience now I know, 
That virtue's only bliſs below; 
He, ſighing, ſaid, in ſad deſpair, 
And thus prefers a ſault'ring pray'e. 
Ne gracious pow'rs who rule abovg! 
« Who virtue and its vot'ries love! 
« I fee my fault, my fault repent, 
« And own Fafk*d' the pains you ſent: 
« I now eth' unrighteous thought forego, "a 
That vice is bliſe, and virtue Woo; 
" « Oh! make me what I was again, 
| Though faint I tread the ſcorching plain; 
Though with a faithlefs fox I ſtray, 
« Me though again His wiles beträy, 
« Make me a goat, though void of wit, 
« You leave me dying in the 0 
_ 6) Tis better far than thus de | 
« To live without one joy my own; 
« For while the paſt my mind retains, 
My preſent pleaſures are but pains.” 
He pray'd, to Jove the prayer qt _y_ * 
His ear to pray'rs like theſe he lends. wan 
« I (faid the god) thy with ful, 
« Henceforth, be virtuous—if you wilt 
„Ze man—to bim that - pow'r I gie 
„Go and by paſt experience live.“ 
Transform'd again, with lifted*eyes;” © | 
The man his wy pee applies. e 2 ho 


*7 7 ; { +4605 ol vd 1 


6 hom * ade bw little 4 we —_ 
„What others feel of happineſs or woe!!! 4 >" 
« 1s vice your-enyy when of health poſſeſs d, 
«With. 1 all enterale dleſt? 
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| Know that amĩdſt that health, and pow'r, and peif, 
| « The thriving villain muſt abhor himſelf; 

| For who can bear, tho' deſperately brave, 

| The voice of conſcience when it calls him knave? 
| « Or who ſo dull, without regret to miſs 1 
as « Of conſcious goodneſs the ſubſtantial bliſs? 
= « Aſt your on heart, andſcarchthro'all you know, 
| 
| 


« Conſult each various ſcene of life below, 
« All, all this univerſal truth atteſt, 
"ends. e and can alone be bleſt,” 


FABLE IL of 
Tux L 4 R K. * #0 


HE gaudy Peacock, and the glofly Dove, 

| EG Ig an he Quern of love; | 
Met in that ſeaſon, at the dawn of day, | 
When nature ſmiles, and all the fields are gay. | 
* ſays Sir Plume, yow'll never ftrive again © A* 

To vie with me, when you behold my train; 
When you the beauties of my perſon ſee, 4 
Envy, but never more contend with me. $384 
What but my charms proeur'd me the eſteem 
Of aweful Juno, of her ſex ſupreme ? * 
Shall it be ſaid, that Turturrellus trove 

| With me, attendant on the wife of Jove? 

| .* Hence, fays the bird of Venus, boaſter fly; 
And with thy fool's coat charm th? ill judging eye. 
Me men, and gods, with admiration view, 
Plain, unaffected, with my gloſſy hue. . 

No ſcreaming voice is mine; my gentle co 
InſtruQs the faithful lover hom to W . 
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Theſe are the merits of the courtly dove, _ 
Of me, attendant on the queen of love, + © 
Juſt as Sir Plume began his ſharp reply, 

'They both receiv'd a ſummons from the ſky 

The goddeſſes, prepar'd to journey far, 

Each call'd her birds to harneſs to the car. 

Not one his flight a moment dares delay, 

But to his office each directs his way. 9 
Juſt by a Lark, couch'd in his humble neſt, 
Betwixt the courtiers heard the fierce:conteſt; 
O gods! he cry'd, on what was this debate, 

But who is firſt among the flaves of ftate ? 

Here be my dwelling on this native ſod, 

Free from ſubjection to a tyrant's nod, 

Here to the ſons of pride I live unknown, 

Lord of myſelf, and all theſe fields my own. 

Daily I ſtrive to make my friends rejoĩce, 

And cheer my neighbours with my grateful voice; 
And ev'ry morn my tribute firſt I pay 

To whom I owe my all, the God of day. 
He ended here, and from his neſt begun, 


With his A YT: 1 ſan. 


Tunick happy is the man ene 1 
From pride fecludes him, and the fool's debate; 
Contented he enjoys what Nature yields, 
And unambitious plows. his native fields: 
Juſt to the rich, and gen'rous to the poor, 

He open keeps his hoſpitable door; 
Whoſe well-paſs'd days, without a tear defy 
The hate or malice of the ſharpeſt eye. 


” 
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AB L E III. 
THe 9 AND TuS LILLY. 


N | es —— ane ſair Eden 3 
Betwixt the Lilly and the Roſe 
Thus the diſpute, from pride, began, 
Which blooms the lovelieſt flow'r to man. 
Vain Roſe, the Lilly cry'd, ſorbear 


With mine your beauties. to compare. 
The poet, in bis am'rous ſtrain, a 


To render his Meliſſa vain, 


Calls her the Lilly of the vale, 


More fragrant than an eaſtern gale; 
The tears, with which ber eyelids ſwell, 
Are dew-drops on the Lilly- bell. 
Princes, in their attire, muſt yield 

To the fair, Lilly of the field; 


They ſhine by art in purple drefs'd, | 


I in my native candid veſt. 
Therefore, preſuming Roſe, forbear 
With mine your beauties: to compare. 
Tun Roſe exerted thus her pow'r, 
In anſwer to th' inſulting flowr. 
ALL you have ſaid I grant is true, 
Now hear what to the Roſe is due. 
What poet in the verſe of praiſe, 


To grace his miſtreſs, and his lays, 


(Look o'er the bards of Greece and Rome) 
Bids on the cheek no Roſes bloom? 

While Zephyr unregarded blows, , 
She breathes the ſweetneſs of the Roſe. 


* ; 


VWODERN F 4 B-L'E'S, 
The vernal gales, which round me play, 
Fly: loaded with my ſweets away: 
When were your. leaves, proud Lilly, laid 
In the ſoft boſom of the maidꝰ 
Hence know my worth, and hence forbear 
With mine your beanties to compare. 


Tr' enliv'ning ſun his beams withdrew; 3 


The Roſe and Lilly chang'd their hue: 

Faſt fell the fatal heavy ſhow 'r, 

Aud laid i in duſt r 8 1 og 5 
Hanes; lovely maid, dine Celia wary 

And Cloe hence this truth diſcern; 

Ye are but what the fable ſhows, 

The Lilly one, and one the — 

What beauties in oblivion lie, 

Who charm'd like you the r en 

Helen, a fav'rite child of fame, 

And Luereece chaſte, is but a name. 

Dear charmers, hence your fate ye ſee: 


Such Celia, ſueh muſt Cloe be. 947 th 
cold baftoris d af] 
oairib been | 
ho wp m ndl 
rect 5? 
| be fit (EY TIT 93705 
Ls. 3 : l , V. Y 7 — 
3 9.3 x A5 
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F A B 4 K Iv. 
Taz TULIP AND: THE MYRTLE. 


IF WAS on the border of à ſbream 

A gaily-painted Tulip ſtood, 

And, gttded' by the morning beam, - 
ene her beauries 1 in the m_ 


And ſure, more jonly to behold, 


Might nothing meet the wiſtful eye, 
Than crimſon fading into gold, 
In ſtreaks of faireſt 4 | 


The 8 n wich pride inn N 
Ah me! that pride with beauty dwells! 


Vainl y affects ſuperior ſtate, 


And thus in empty Jane {wells. 


& O luſtre of unrivalled bloom! 
Fair painting of a hand divine! 
& Superior far to mortal doom, 
The hues of heaven alone are mine 


* Away, ye worthleſs, forwleſs race! 


« Ye weeds, that boaſt the name of flowers! 
„No more my native bed diſgrace, 
« Unmect for trib:s ſo mean as yours! 


4 Shall the bright daughter of the ſun 
. Aſſociate with the firubs of earth? 


MODERN FABLES. 


Ve flaves, your ſovercign's preſence ſhun! 
© Reſpect her beauties and her birth. 


« And thou, dull, ſullen ever - green! 

6 Shalt thou my ſhining ſphere invade? 
« My noon-day beauties beam unſeen, 

«© Obſcured beneath thy duſky ſhade!” 


<« Deluded flower?” the Myrtle cries, 
Shall we thy moment's bloom adore? 

„The meaneſt ſhrub that you deſpiſe, 
„The meaneſt flower has merit more. 


© That daiſy, in its ſimple bloom, 

« Shall laſt along the changing year; 
« Bluſh on the ſhow of winter's.gloom, 

«© And bid the ſmiling ſpring appear. 


« The violet, that, thoſe banks beneath, 


TJ 


« Hides from thy ſcorn its modeſt head, 


„ Shall fill the air with fragrant breath, 


«© When thou art in thy duſty bed. 8. 


Even I, who boaſt no golden ſhade, 
Am of no ſhining tints poſſeſs'd, 


„When low thy lucid form is laid. 


Shall bloom on many a lovely breaſt. 


„And he, whoſe kind and foſtering care 
To thee, to me our, beings gave, 
Shall near his breaſt my Nowrets Wear, 

And walk regardleſs o'er thy. grave. 


© Deluded flow'r, the friendiy (creen 
That hides thee from the noon tidg tay, 
A 6 
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« And mocks thy paſſion to be ſeen, / 
« Prolongs thy tranſitory day. | 


' ©« But kindly deeds with ſcorn repaid, 
No more by virtue need be done: 
„I now withdraw my duſky ſhade, 
« Arid yield thee to thy darling ſun.” 


; Fierce on the flower the ſcorching beam Ss 
With all its weight of glory fell; 
The flower exulting caught the gleam, 
And lent its leaves a bolder ſwell. 


Expanded by the ſearching fire, 
The curling leaves the breaſt diſcloſed; 

The mantling bloom was painted higher, 
And ev'ry latent charm expoſed. 


But when the ſun was ſliding low, 
And evening came, with dews ſo cold; 
3 The wanton beauty ceaſed to blow, 
; And ſought her bending leaves to fold. 


4 


Thoſe leaves, alas! no more would cloſe; 
Relaxed, exhauſted, ſickening, pale; 
They left her to a parent's woes, 
And fled before the riſing gale. 


up n E we 13 
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Tur WOLF, THe SHEEP, AN D 
THE LAMB. 


UTY demands; the parent's voce 
Should ſanctify the daughter's: ae, 4 

In that, is due obedience ſhewn; L 
To chuſe, belongs to her alone. 

Mar horror ſeize his midnight hour, 
Who builds upon a parent's pow'r, - 
And claims, by purchaſe vile and baſe, 
The loathing maid for his embrace; 
Hence virtue fickens; and the breaſt, 
Where peace had built her downy neſt, 
Becomes the troubled feat of care, 
And pines with ! and deſpair. 


A Worx, rapacious, n and bold, 
Whoſe nightly plunders thinn'd the fold, 
Contemplating his ill-ſpent lift, ; 
And cloy'd with thefts, would take a wiſe. 
His purpoſe known, the ſavage race, 

In num'rous erouds, attend the place; 


For why, a mighty Wolf he wa,, 
And held dominion in his jas. 
Her fav'rite help each mother bought. 
And humbly his alliance ſought; dun OL 
But cold by age, or elſe teo nice,” (BHS. 
None found'acceptarice/in his eyes. 
IT happen'd, as at carly dawn. 


He ſolitary croſs'd the lawn, 


a , 
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Stray'd from the fold, a ſportive Lamb 
Skip'd wanton by her fleecy Dam; 
When Cupid, foe to man and beaſlt, 
Diſcharg'd an arrow at his breaſt. 

The tim'rous breed the robber knew, 
And trembling o'er the meadow flew; 
Their nimbleſt ſpeed the Wolf o'crtook, 
And courteous, thus the Dam beſpoke. 

STAY, faireſt; and ſuſpend your icar, 
"Truſt me, no enemy is near; 
Theſe jaws, in ſlaughter oft imbru'd, 
At length have known enough of blood; 
And kinder bus'neſs brings me now, 


Vanquiſlid, at beauty's feet to bow. 


You have a daughter—Sweet, forgive 


A Wol''s addreſs—In her L live; + 


Love from her eyes like lightning came, 
And ict my-warrow all on flame; 

Let your conſent conftirm my choice, 
And ratiſy our nuptial joys. 

Mr ample wealth, and pow'r attend, 
Wide oer the plains my realms extend; 
What midnight robber dare invade 
The fold, if I the guard am made? 

At bome the ſhepherd's cur may fleep, 
While I ſecure his maſter's ſheep. 

D1scouRsE' like this attention claim'd, 
Grandeur the mother's breaſt inland; 
Now fearleſs by bis ſide the walk'd, 

Of ſettlements, and jointures talk d; 
Propcs'd, and doubled her demands 

Of flow'ry fields, and turnip lan is. 

The Wolf agrees. Her boſom ſwells; 
To Miſs her bazpy fate ſhe telis; 


* 


And lodges but in gentle breaſts, 4 
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And of the grand alliance van, 1 
Contemns her kindred of the plain. 
Tus loathing Lamb with horror hears, 
And wearies out her Dam with pray'rs; 
But all in vain: mamma beſt knew 4 
What unexperienc'd girls ſhould do; 
80, to the neighb'iing meadow. carry'd, 
A formal aſs the couple marry'd. 
Tora from the tyrant-mother's fide, 
The trembler goes, a victim-bride, 
Reluctant, meets the rude embrace, 
And bleets among the howling race. 
With horror oſt her eyes behold 
Her murder'd kindred of the fold; 
Fach day a fiſter-lamb is ſerw'd, 
And at the glutton's table card. 
The craſhing bones he grinds for food, 
And ſlakes his thirſt with ſtreaming blood. 
Love, who the cruel mind deteſts, F T . 


Was now no more. Enjoyment paſt, 
The ſavage hunger'd for the feaſt; 
But (as we find in human race, 01 
A maſk conceals the villain's face) 1 71 
Juſtice muſt 'authorize the treat; 4 
Till then be long'd, but durſt ret et. 
As forth he walk d, in queſt of pre, 
The hunters met him on the ways: ; 
Fear wings his flights the marſi be fought 5 
The ſnuffing dogs are ſet at fault. 
His ſtomach baulk'd, now hunger pnawss | ö 
Howling, he grinds-bis empty jau; 
Food muſt be had, and lamb is nig; 
His maw invokes the fraudful ige. 
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Is this (diſſembling rage, he cry d) 
The gentle virtue of a bride / ö 
That, leagu'd with man's deſtroying racc, 


She ſets her huſband for the chace ? 


By treach'ry prompts the noiſy: hound 
To ſcent his footſteps on the ground? 
Thou trait'reſs vile! for this thy blood 
Shall glut my rage, and dye the wood!“ 
80 fayings on the lamb he . 
Beneath his jaws the victum dies- 


erer. 


| F A B L E VI. 
Tux POET A ND: STRAW. 


N Richmond | hit with doublet bars. | DNA 
A hungry poet takes the air: | 
The air on Richmond hill, tho? da 


And excellent camelionfood, 

E rather of too thin a nature 
For a beef loving, two-legg'd creature: ans! 
Our poet ſtops, he Jooks aroundcſ . 


And murmurs thus in doleful ſound: - 
% WriLe' plenty oer the landſkape reigns, 

Shall bards alone feel meagre pains? 

« Ah, what avails, if in the town = 0 

„My madrigals acquired renown . re 162% 


Ik ſtranger to all- powerful cin 
* I ſeldom taſte the rich fitlo-ngʒjñ 1 
Ik for the produce of my braun,, 
I meet from money'd fools diſdain 
In vain the laur@ crowns my browsz ß 


Wbat crowns my pocket? Not one touſe; 


7 


, 
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« Of bay or laurel, where the uſe is! 

„Nor bay or latirel fruit produces 

« Pye Fame purſu'd, and now Pre caught her, 

«© She proves - mere moon ſhine in the water; 

How happier the unletter'd glutton, _ | 

% Who can indulge on beef and mutton; ——— 

« How curſt each ſervant of che nine! 44 

&« I'd rather be a fool and dine ?“?“L“̃k˖ 
He ſaid, and to his great ſurprize - // 1 | 

Beneath his ſeet a ſtraw” replies: do eit a 

« Ah, hapleſs bard, look down and ſees” 4 10% 

© Thy ſtciking emblem here in meg 

" Deſpis'd by thoſe, to whom my head 

« Furniſh'd the ſtaff of living bread: 

*© That gain'd, behold me here caſt donn, 

„ Trod on by ev'ry ſordid clown nn 
“ Tuſt ſo the bard, who from his bran 
© The hungry mind can entertain, 

-« Is ſoon neglected and forgot 
% A. barren praiſe his hapleſs lot; 1 8 
* To fame becomes an empty bubble 
« Trod on by fools ble fa or laber 9 1 
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ce οοοοο ο 
FABLE VII. 
Tux TWO BEAVERS. 


or ERE well, my friend, for human kind, 
Would ey'ry man his bus'neſs mind; 

In his own orbit always move, 

Nor blame, nor envy thoſe above. 

A BrA VRR, well advanc'd in age, 
By long experience render'd ſage, 
Was ſkill'd in all the uſeful arts, 

And juſtly deem'd a beaſt of parts; 
Which he apply'd (as patriots ſhou'd) 
In cultivating publick good. 

Tunis Beaver, on a certain day, 

A friendly viſit went to pay 
To a young couſin, pert and vain, 

Who often rov'd about the plain: 

With ev'ry idle beaſt conferr'd, ; 
Hearing, and telling what he heard. 

The vagrant youth was gone from home, 
When th' ancient ſage approach'd his dome; 
Who each apartment view'd with care, 

But found each wanted much repair. 

The walls were crack'd, decay'd the doors, 
The corn lay mouldy on the floors; 

Thro' gaping crannies ruſh'd amain 


be bluſt'ring winds with ſnow and rain. 


The timber all was rotten grown. 
In ſhort, the houſe was tumbling down. 
The gen'rous beaſt, by pity ſway'd, 
Griev'd to behold it thug decay'd; 
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And while. he mourr'd the tatter'd ſcene, 


The maſter of the lodge came in. 

THe firſt congratulations o'er, 

They reſt recumbent on the floor; | 
When thus the young conceited beaſt. 
His thoughts impertinent expreſs d. 

I LONG have been ſurpriz'd to find, 
The lion grown ſo wond' rous kind 
To one pecuùliar ſort of beaſts, 

While he another ſort deteſts; 

His royal favour chiefly falls. 
Upon the ſpecies of jackalls; 
They ſhare the profies of his throne, 
He ſmiles on them, and them alone, 
Mean while the ferret's uſeful race | 
He ſcarce admits: to ſee his face; 
Traduc'd by lies and ill report, | 
They're baniſh'd from his regal court, 
And counted, Over all the plain, 
Oppoſers of the lion's reign. 

Now I conceiy'd a ſcheme laſt night, 
Would doubtleſs ſet this matter right: 
Theſe partjes ſhould unite; together; 
The lion partial be to neither, 

But let them both his favours ſhare, . 
And both conſult in peace and war. 
This method (were this method try'd) 
Would ſpread politic baſis wide, | 
And on a bottony broad and W. 
Support the ſocial union long — 
But uncle, uncle, much I fear, 

Some have abus'd the lion's ear; 
He liſtens to the leopard's tongue; 


That curſed leopard leads him wrong. , 37 „ £ 
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(And ſure I mean it for your good) Sc 
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Were he but baniſh'd far away 
You don't attend to what I ſay! 

War really, cuz, the ſage rejoin'd, 
The rain and ſnow, and driving wind, 
Beat thro' with ſuch prodigious force, 
It made me deaf to your diſcoutſe. 
Now, cuz, were my advice purſu'd, 


Methinks you ſhould this houſe repair; 
Be this your firſt and chiefeſt care. d n, 
Your ſkill the voice of prudence calls © . 
To ſtop theſe crannies in the walls © <0 
And prop the roof before it falls. 5 
If you this needful raſk perform . : 
'You'll make your manſion dry and warm 
And we may then converſe together, © 
Secure from — tempeſtuous weather. f 


PATTI . 
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While ſelf-conceit enffam'd bis breaſt, * a 


eee, 
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Had long the Angle $ Ki 
With pleaſute nibbled' ev'ry bait, 
And balk'd his ſure expected fate: - 


He to himſelf theſe lines addrefs'd ;- e 
How wiſe am I to know my good? © © 

What cowards half the frany brood .“. 
I feaſt on rarities at will; 855 


My ſenſe evades the latent ul. : 1691 [141325 268 4 


8 © 


ar 


8 


. 
_—_—yz 


 HODERN FABLES 2 f 
IIe ſpoke: impending in the brook, | 
A gentil wriggled on the hook ; 
He nibb'd with caution, as before, 
The dainty tempted more and more; 
Grown bold, he ſnapt the rich repaſt, 
And on the beard was caught at laſt; 
Compell'd to quit the liquid glaſs, 
He beat, till dead, the bending geaſs, 

So fares the maid, whom love inſpires 
Wirth tender thoughts, and ſoſt deſitess ' #6 
To whom true virtue is-unknownt7 r 
That guardian of the fair alone. 
She may, a while, fan up the flame, 
And not commit an act of ſhame: 11 * 
But ſoon longs after farther ſweetsz + 
Purſues her wiſh, and ruin meets, 
Does wiſdom's bliſsful precepts ſhun, 
Nor ſees her. folly, till undone. 


CL ww LL LL LL — Le 
» PF AASES IT; 
MISS AND THE BUTTERFLY. 


Tender miſs, whom mother's care 
Bred up in wholeſome country air, 


Far from the ſollies of the town,, 44. 02 
Alike untaught to ſmile or frown; : | 
Her car unus'd to ett ry's praiſe, ud Si 
Unknown in waman's wicked ways; 2 
Her tongue from modiſh tattle free, ante rl 
Unipt i 11 icandal and bobsa; tür ORE BREW 5 \ 


Her genuine form and pative grace, 
Was virgin of looking+glaſs: 


Ix | * i ö a 2. 
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No cards ſhe dealt, nor ſlirted fan, 
1 A ſtranger to quadrille and man: 
1 But fimple liv'd, juit as you know 
1 Miſs Chloe did——ſome weeks ago. 
| As now the pretty innocent 
Walk'd forth to take the early ſcent, 
She tripp'd about the mnrm'ring ſtream, 
That oft had lulPd her thoughtleſs dream. 
| The morning 1{weet, the air ference, 
1 A thouſand flow'rs adorn the ſcene; 
The birds rejoicing round appear 
To chuſe their conſorts ſor the year; 
Her heart was light and full of play, 
And like herſelf, all nature gay. 
On ſuch a day, as lages ling, 
A butterfly was on the wing; * 
From bank to bank, ſrom bloom to bloom, 
He ftretch'd the gold · beſpangled plume: 
Now ſxims along, and now ali ghte, 
As imell allures, or grace invites; © 
Now the violet's freſhneſs ſips; 
Now kiſs d the roſe's ſcarlet lips; 
Became anon the daiſy's gueſt, 
Then preft the lilly's fnowy breaſt ; 
Not long with one vcuchſafes to ſtay, 
But juſt ſalutes and flies away. 
Tax virgin faw, with rapture fir'd ; 
She ſaw, and what ſhe ſaw deſir'd, 
The ſhining wings, and ſtarry eyes, | 
And burns to ſ:ize the living frize: - 
Her beating breaſt, and glowing face, | 
Betray her native love of dreſs, 
Andail the woman, full expreſt, 
Firſt flutters in her little breaſt : "1 8 
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Enſnar'd by empty out ward ſhow, 

She ſwift purſues the inſect beau; 
O'er gay parterres ſhe runs in haſte, 

Nor heeds the garden's flowery waſte. 
Los as the ſun with genial power 
Increaſing warm'd the ſultry hour, 

The nymph o'er every border flew, 

And kept the flying game in view: 

But when, ſoſt breathing through the trees, 
With coolneſs came the evening breeze; 
As hovering o'erthe tulip's pride, 

He hung with wing diverſify d, 

Caught in the hollow of her hand, 

She held the captive at command. — 

FLUTTERING in vain to be releaſt, 
He thus the gentle girl addreſt: 

Looſe, generaus virgin, looſe my chain; 
From me what glory canſt thou gain? 
A vain, unquiet, glittering thing, 

My only boaſt a gorgeous wing; 

From flower to flow idly ftray,- - 

The trifler of a ſummer's dax. 
Then let me not in vain. plore, 
But leave me free again to ſoar. 

His words the Utrle charmer mov'd, 
She the poor trembler's ſuit approv'd. 
His gaudy wings he then extends, 

And flutters on her fingers ends: 

From thence he ſpoke, as you ſhall hear, 
In ſtrains well worth a woman's ear. 
When now the young and tender age 

Is pure, and heedleſs to engage; 

Wurm in thy free and open mein 
No ſelf- portant air is ſeen: 
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Unknowing all, to all unknown, WH 
Thou liv'ſt, or prais'd, or blam'd by none. 
But when unfolding by degrees 
The woman's fond dere to pleaſe, - % 
Studious to heave the artful ſigh, 
And expert of the tongue and eye, 
— Thou ſett'ſt thy little charms to ſnow, 
And ſports familiar with the beau; 
© Forfaking then the ſimple plain, 
To mingle with the coprtly train, N 's 
" Thou in the midnight ball ſhalt ſee i 
Things apparelPd juſt like me: | 
Who round and round without deſign, 
Tinſel'd in empty luſtre ſhine: | 
As dancing through the ſpacious dome, 
From fair to fair the friſkers roam, | 
If charm'd with the embroider'd 3; 
The victim of a gay outſide, 
From place to place, as me 1 5 
The glittering gewgaw you purſue, |. 
What mighty prize {hall " 4} 4 
A butterfly is all thy gains! „ 
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FABLE /X 
Tk CAT. is DRINK. 


Fay'rite cat that Jong in brewhouſe * q 
Whoſe rage the midnight race had often felt, - 
With ſow'reign ſway ſhe ruPd, deſtroying each, 
That dar'd preſume to come within her reach, 
Oppreſſing thoſe that never did her hurt, N 
She ſell at laſt into a tub of wort; 
The cooler being deep, ſhe ſtrove i hin, 
Not art, nor claws, cou'd help her dut again. 
A venerable rat, with age grown grey, 
Whom hunger then had driven out that way, 
Wich joy eſpy'd his enemy, the. cat, 
Wbo juſt expiring, paddled round the fat, 
Cry'd out, aſſiſt me once in time of need, 
And Iwill no more offend you, nor your breed; 
You III protect, I make a ſolemn vo ww. 
If you'll bur condeſcend to help me now. 
The friendly rat believing what ſhe ſaid- 
Moſt willingly aſſiſted with her aid. 
And ſafely brought the dreary traitor out, ö 
But little dreaming what would come about: 
The perjur'd cat with rage began to tear 
The faithful friend that had deliver'd her. 1 
O! cry'd the rat, boy can you uſe me "oo * a 
L that have fav'd your life! O barb'rous pls! 
Remember how you made. a folemn vow, *'\ 
Think but on that—in pity ſpare me no- Ww. 


Her anſwer was; 1 have no tine to think; 


bid fo, was when I was in drink, 
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DDr 
| FABZE IL + 
Tut THRUSH and LINNET. 


ARLY one ſummer's morn a Thruſh 
Sat perching on a dewy buſh, 

Gay, hvely, proud and young, 

And chear'd with light's firſt bluſhing rays 

To welcome in the riſing day, 

With grace unequall'd *. 


Soon numbers of the feather'd race 
Gather in flocks about the place, 
Wak'd with the heav'nly ſound ; 


Admiring, view the fair unknown, 
So young he ſcarce appear'd full grown; 


(had pour cg ſtutter round. 


All plead his-earty'merit fee, 4 wat 


And cry this young one ſoon will be. 
The glory of our grove: 


The females tune their warbling throats, 


Tranſported praiſe his ſprightly notes, 
Aud gayiy court his love. | 


But ſweetly managing her voice, 
A linnet won the charming prize, 
Pleas'd to a high degree: 
Tho' ſhe ſcarce knew what loving meant, 


Smart, pretty, lietle, innocent, "3% 


; 
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Happy, from bough to bough they rove, 
With endleſs vows of conſtant love, 
And all the idle day, 
Pleas'd with each other's company, 
Unknowing what could happier be, 
They chat, they laugh, and play. 


While thus the joyous hours they paſt, 
In happineſs too great to laſt, 

I The fatal news was brought, 

Of a far diſtant larger grove, | 
The ſeat of pleaſure, mirth, and love, 


And joys ſurpaſſing thought. 


Pleas'd with this tale, th' unconſtant he 
Reſolves this brighter world to ſee; 
In vain the linnet fighs; 

In vain ſhe names a thouſand fears, . 
Regardleſs of her ſighs and tears, ; 25d 
Away the —_— flies. IO 
There lighting on the bloomy bougls, R 
Too ſoon forgets his weeping ſpouſe : * 

And in his daily ſong 
Curſes his native lonely wood, 
That bury'd him in ſolitude, 

From life and day fo long. 


In theſe new regions at each note: 1 
He, lab' ring, ſwells his little throat, 
With thirſt of glory fir'd: 
Tranſports in all his looks appear, 
He finds he's here, as much as there, 
Applauded, lov'd,admir'd. 
B 2 
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A nightingale, whoſe high diſdain 
Had made the brighteſt ſigh in vain, 
Accepts his offer'd love: 
Deſpiſes all, but by his fide, | 
For ever fond they ſtrut the pride 

And envy of the grove. - 


"Tis now that I begin to live; 

Life, thou my fair, can'ſt only give! 
Thethruſh in rapture cries: 

Nor I cer knew ſubſtantial bliſs, 

Till thou hadſt given it in a kiſs, 
The enamour'd bird replies. 


Can we then call the thruſh ingrate, 
Tho' the poor linnet he forgat, 

In ſach bright ſcenes as theſe ? 
W hen firſt he woo'd the feather'd maid, 
Alas-! he knew not what he faid, 


He knew not what * 


Thus fares the homebred country youth, | 


With ſoul fincere, and honeſt truth, 

' He courts ſome ruddy maid: 
Awkwardly ſtrives her heart to move 
With ſomething they both take for love, 

But ſoon the cheat's betray d. 


He comes to town, likes the fine place, 
And ſoon forgets his country laſs; 
Learns gallantly t adore 
Some ſhining beauty of the court; 
Then finds the reſt was only ſport; 
He never lov'd before. 
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SDK DEDEDHL DE DI DS DÞ 
F AB L E XI. 
JUPITER AND FORTUNE. 


NCE Jupiter, from out the ſkies, 
Beheld a thouſand temples riſe; 

The goddeſs Fortune all invok'd,; 
To Jove an alkar ſeldom ſmok'd: | 
The god refolv'd to make inſpection, 
What had occaſion'd. this defection; 
And bid the goddeſs tell the arts, 
By which ſhe won deluded hearts. 

My arts! (fiys the) great Jove, you know, | 
That I do every thing below : 
I make my vot'ries dine on plate: 

I give the gilded coach of ſtate; 


Beſtow the glitt'ring gems, that deck 
The fair Lavinia's Melly neck 
I make Novella nature's boaſt, _ rol a gÞ 


And raife Valeria to a toaſt; 

Tis I, who give the ſtupid, taſte, 

(Or make the poets lie, at leaſt); 

My fav'rite ſons, whene'er they pleaſe, 

Can palaces in deſarts raiſe, 

Cut out canals, make fountains play, 

And make the dreary waſte look gay; 

Ev'n vice ſcems virtue by my ſmiles; 3 

I gild the villain's gloomy wiles, F 

_ Nay, almoit raiſe him to a god, 

While crouded levees wait his nod. 207 cud 

Enough the thunderer SA - 4 Tt FT 

But ſay, whom bave you fatisfy'd ? | 0 
: B 3 
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Theſe boaſted gifts are thine, I own; 
But know, content is mine alone. 


CR UPI» At 


FABLE XIII. 
Taz BRASS POT AND STONE ju. 


Brazen pot, by ſcouring vext, 
, With beef and pudding ſtill perplext, 
Reſolv'd t attempt a nobler life, 
Urging the jugg to ſhare the ſtrife, 
Brother, quoth he (love to endear) 
Why ſhould we two continue here, 
To ſerve and cook ſuch homely cheer? 
Who though we move with awkward pace, 
Your ſtony bowels, and my face, 
Abroad can't miſs of wealth and place. 
Then let us inſtantly be goin 
And ſee what in the world bing. 
The bloated jugg, ſupine and lazy, 
Who made no wiſh, but to be eaſy, 
Nor, like its owner, cer did think 
Of ought, but to be filPd with drink; 
Yet ſomething mov'd by this fine ſtory, 
And frothing higher with vain-glory, 
Reply'd, he never wanted metal, 
But had not fides, like ſturdy kettle, 
That in a croud could ſhove and buſtle, 
And to preferment bear the juſtle; 
When the firſt knock would break his meaſures, 
And ſtop his riſe to place and treaſures.”  — 
Sure (quoth the pot) thy ſkull is thicker - . 
Than ever was thy muddieſt liquor ; 9] 
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So! not with thee for thy guard, 

Id take off blows, and dangers ward? 
And haſt thou never heard that cully 

ls borne through all hy daring bully? 
Yourſelf (reply'd the drink-conveyer) 
May be my ruin and betrayer : 
A ſuperiority you boaſt, 
And dreſs the meat, I but the toaſt: 
Than mine your conſtitution's ſtronger, 
And in fatigues can hold out longer; 
And ſhould one bang from you be taken, 
J into nothing ſhoutd be ſhaken. 

| A dautreery'd the pot in ſcorn, 
Doſt think there's ſuch a villain born, 
That, when he proffers aid and ſhelter, 
Will rudety fall to helter-ſkelter ? 
No more, but follow to the road, 
Where cach now drags his pond'rous load, 
And up the hill were almoſt clamber'd, 
When (may it ever be remember'd!) 

| Down rolls the jug and after rattles 
The moft perfidious of all kettles; 
At ev'ry molehill gives a jump, 
Nor reſts, till by obdurate thump, 
The pot of ſtone, to ſhivers broken; 
Sends each miſguided fool a token: 
To ſhew them, by this fatal teſt, 
That equal company is beſt, 
Where none oppreſs, not are oppreſt. 
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FABLE XIV. 
TazxE IS MO TO-MORROW. 
WO long had lov'd, and now the nymph 


defar'd 
The cloak of wedlock, as the caſe requir'd; 


Urg'd that, the day he wrought her to this ſoxrow, 


He vow'd, that he would marry her To-morrow. 

Again he ſwears, to ſhun the preſent ſtorm, 

That he, To-morrow, will that vow perform. 

The Morrows in their due ſucceſhons came; | 

Impatient ſtill on each, the pregnant dame | 

Urg'd him to keep his word, and ſlill he ſwore ( 
the ſame. 

When tir'd at length, and meaning no redrefs, 

But yet the lie not caring to confeſs, 7 

He for his oath this ſalvo choſſſſo borrow, 

That he was free, ſince there was no To- morrow; 

For when it comes in place to be employ'd, 

Tis then To- day; To-morrow's ne'er enjoy'd. 


«The tale's a jeſt, the moral is a truth; 
©To-merrow'and To-morrow cheat our youth: 
n riper age, To-morrow ſtill we cry, 
Not thinking that the preſent day we die; 

_ © UnpraQtis'd all the good we had deſign'd; 
There's no To-morrow to a willing mind.” 


Se 1 
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Tus EAGLE, Tus SOW, and TRE CAT. 


HE Queen of Birds, t' encreaſe the repal 
ſtock, 
Had hatch'd her young ones in a lately oak, | 
Whoſe middle part was by a Cat poſſeſt, . 
And near the root with litter warmly dreſt, ; 
A teeming Sow had made her peaceful neſt. 
(Thus palaces are cramm'd from roof to ground, 
And animals, as various, in them found.) 
When to the Sow, who no misfortune fear'd, 
Puſs with her fawning compliments appear'd, 
Rejoicing much at her deliv'ry paſt, Fs 
And that ſhe ſcapꝰd ſo well who bred fo faſt. 7 
Then ev'ry little Pighin ſhe commends, , v 
And likens them to All their ſwiniſh friends; 
Beſtows good wiſhes, but with ſighs implies, 
That ſome dark fears do in her boſom riſe. 
Such tempting fleſh, ſhe cries, will Eagles ſpare? 
Methinks, good neighbour, you ſhould live in care: 
Since I, who bring not forth ſuch dainty bits, | 
Tremble far my unpalatable chitsz © * 
And had I but foreſeen, the Eagle's bed 
Was in this fatal tree to have been ſpread; 
I ſooner would have kitten'd in the road, 
Than made this place of danger my abode.. 
I heard her young ones lately cry for Pig, 
And pity'd you that were ſo near and big. 
In friendſhip th this I ſecretly reveal, 
Leſt pettitoes ſhould make th*enſuing meal; 

+0 5 
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Or elſe, perhaps, yourſelf may be their aim, 
For 2 Sow's paps have been a diſh of fame. 
No more the fad, affrighted mother hears, 

But overturning all with boi ſt'rous fears, 

She from her helpleſs young in haſte departs, 
Whilſt Puſe aſcends-to practiſe farther arts. 

The anti-chamber paſs'd, ſhe ſcratch'd the door; 
The Eagle, ne er alarmed ſo beſore, 

Bids her come in, and look the cauſe be great, 
That makes her thus diſturb the royal ſeat; 

Nor think of mice and rats ſome peſt ring tale 

Shall, in excuſe of inſolence, prevail. 

Alas! my gracious lady, quoth the Cat, 

I think of no ſuch vermin: Mouſe or rat 

To me are taſteleſs grown; nor dare I ſtir 

To uſe my fangs, or to expoſe my fur. 

A foe inteſtine threatens all 3 

And ev'n this lofty ſtructure will confound; 

A peſtilential Sow, a meazled pork 

On the foundation has been Ighg at work, 
Help'd by a rabble, iſſu'd from her womb, 

Which the bas ſoſter d in that lower room; 

Who now for acorns are ſo madly bent, 

That ſoon this tree muſt fall for their content. 

I would have fetch'd ſome for th* unruly elves; 

But tis the mob's delight to help themſelves: 

Whilſt your high blood muſt with the meaneſt drop, 
And ſteeper be their fall, as next the top; 
Unleſs you ſoon to Jupiter repair, 

And let him know the caſe demands his care. 
Ohl may the trunk but ſtand till you come back! 
Bot hark! already ſure I hear it crack. 

Away, away——The Eagle, all aghaſt, 
Sazrs to the ity, nor fakers 1 in ber _ 
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Whitit erafty Puſs, now o'er the eyry reigns,. 
Repleniſhing her maw with treach'rous gains. 
The Sow ſhe plunders next, and lives alone; 
The Pig, the Eaglets, and the houſe her own. 
% Curs'd ſycophants! how wtetcked is the fate 
Of thoſe, who know you not, till tis too late!“ 


off c D cc edo tk ch c þÞ ojeojootoofo thn. 
FABLE XVI. 
Txt Decision or FORTUNE. 


Ortune well pictur'd on a rolling globe, 

With. waving locks and thin tranſparent robe, 
A man btholding to his neighbout ery'd,. 
Whoe'er would catch this dame muſt ſwiftly ride. 
Mack how the ſeems to fly, and with her bears- 
All that is worth a buſy mortals cares: 
The gilded air about her ſtatue ſhines, 
As if the earth bM lent it all her mines; 
At random here a diadem ſhe flings, 2 
And there a ſcarlet hat with dangling ſtrings, > 
And to ten thouſand fools ten thouſatd ach 

ous things. | 
Shall E then ſtay at home, dull and content: 
With quarter-days, and hard extorted rent? 
No, I'll to horſe, to ſea, to utmoſt iſles, - 
But Ell encountet her propitious ſmiles: 
Whilſt yon in flothful eaſe may chuſe to ſleep; 
And ſcarce thy few paternal acres keep. 
Farewel, reply'& bis friend,. you may, advance, 
And grow the darling. of this lady. Chance! 
Whilſt 1 indeed, not courting: of her grace, 
Ska!l dwell content in this mx. Native þ place, 
7 Bs 
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Hoping I ſtill hall for your friend be known: 
But if too big for ſuch-acquaintance grown, 

I than't be ſuch a fond miſtaken ſot, 

To think remembrance ſhould become my vn; 
When you exalted, have yourſelf forgot. 
Nor me ambitious ever ſhall you find, 
Or hunting Fortune, who, they ſay, is blind: 
But if her want of ſight ſhould make her ſtray; 
She ſhould be welcome if ſhe came this way. 
"Tis very like (the undertaker cry'd) 


1 


That ſhe her ſteps to theſe loſt paths ſhould guide: 
But I loſe time vrhilſt I ſuch thoughts decide. 


Away he goes, with expeCtation chear'd, 
But when his courſe he round the world had 


ſteer'd, 
And much had born, and much had hop'd and 
fear'd, 
Yet could not be inform'd where he might find 
This fickle miſtreſs of all human-kind: 
He quits at length the chace of flying game, 3 
And back as to bis neighbour's flouſe be came, 
He there encounters the uncertain dame; "4 
Who, lighting from her gaudy coach in haſte, 
'To him her cager ſpeeches thus addreſt. 
Fortune behold, who has been long purſu'd, 
Whilſt all the men, that have my ſplendors vie wid, 
Madly enamour d, have ſuch flatt'ries forg'd, 
And with ſuch lies their vain pretenſions. urg'd, 
That thither I am ſſed to ſhun their ſuits, 
And by free choice conclude their vain diſputes; 
Whilſt I the owner of this manſon bleſs, . 
And he unſegking Fortune ſhall poſſeſs. 
Though rightly qharg'd 28 ſomething dai k of fi ene, 
Tet eng when tis found, is my 4 ; 
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To knaves and fools, when Pve ſome grace allow'd, 

T has been like ſcatt'ring money in a croud, 

To make me ſport, as I beheld them ſtrive, 

And ſome obſerv'd (through age) but half alive; 

Scrambling amongſt the vigorous and the young, 

One proves his ſword, and one his wheedling | 
tongue, 

All ftriving to obtain me right or wrong: 

Whilſt crowns and crofiers in the conteſt hurl'd, 

Shew'd me a farce in the contending world. 

Thou wert deluded whilſt with ſhip or ſteed 

Thou lately didſt attempt to reach my ſpeed, 

And by laborious toil and endleſs pains 

Didſt ſell thy quiet for my doubtful gains: 

Whilſt he alone my real fav'rite riſes 7 

Who every thing to its juſt value prizes, 5 

And neither courts, nor yet my on deſpiſes. 


SSSSSS8 888 S888 


F ABL FE XVII. * 
Tus PEASANT Aub MASTIFF. 


HERE Nile, the king of floods; beſtows- 
| His genial bleſſings as he flows, 
A widow'd Peaſant, that with care 

Foſter'd a darling infant heir, 

'The only offspring of a wife, 

Dearer, when living, than his life, 

Abroad on urgent bus'neſs bent, 

Forth from his homely cottage went; 

His babe aſleep in cradle lying, een 
No further need of lullabyingns z 


— 
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His fav*rite Dog too left behind, 


His child's and houſe's guard defign'd :—— 


Ended his bus'neſs, bon the ſwain 
Returns to his lov'd charge again; 

He lifts the latch, (his little cot, 

No other bar or fence had got) 

His Dog with conſcious ſound and tail 
(In dogs can treachery prevail!) 

Joy more than uſual expreſſes, 
Twiſting his form with fond careſſes; 
But, oh, bow great was his ſurprize! 


All fmear'd with blood the Dog he ſpies; 


His frightful jaws diſtain'd with gore, 
Suſpicious marks of murder bore; 
The frighted parent looks around, 
No little darling's to be found; 

The cradle overturn'd—— The reſt 
By fear and wild deſpair was gueſt; 
"The infant's fate each object ſhews; 
The murd*rer in his Dog be views. 


He rag'd, he tore his hair, he ſwore, 
And with a hatchet which he bore, 


Deating a vengeful blow, he ſtrait 
Convign'd the Maſtiff to his fate; 

Then headlong to the cradle flies, ; 
Which rais'd (amazement all!) he ſpies 
His ſmiling treaſure on the floor, 
Aſleep, unwounded, and fecure; 

And not far diſtant from the child, 

A monſtrous ſerpent, newly kil}'d, 

All torn and bloody, which *twas plain 
The faithful murder'd Dog had flaig—- 
Slain in his baby's dear deſenee, 

To fave from dcath its inaccenee; 
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And in the fray, ſo ſays the fable, 
Were overſet—both child and cradle. 


„ Tr to the moral you attend, 
„ You'll ne'er, unheard, condemn your friend.” 


EN A AN DR, 
FABLE XVII. 
Tas SWINE p ERMINE.. 


HOU ay beaſt, thou worſe chan vermine, 
T (Thus to a Swine exclaims an ermine) 
Avaunt—at proper diſtance know | 
The diff*rence *twixt a clown and beau: 

A Swine! There is not in all nature 

80 dirty, underbred a creature: 

How can mankind ſuch neighbours bear? 
You poiſon and pollute the air, 


Trnov gaudy Nothing—with diſdain - 
Retorts the Swine, thy pride refrain; 
Such finnikin ſpruce things as you 1 
Wich juſt contempt and ſcorn I view: Fs. 
Let man our different worth decide, 
His judgment ſoon ſhall quell your pride; 
We and our numerous taſteful breed, 
Thouſands and thouſands daily feed: 
From putreſaction muſt ariſe _ | 
Steams fraught with death, which otherwiſe 
By man imbib'd, with earlieſt breath 
Wou'd ſweep the human race to death; 
By us this putrefaQtion taken 14-4 
As food, becomes good pork and bacon; | Wear 
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Concocted through our chymic veins, 

It yields both wholeſome food and gains; 
And ev'ry Swine may boaſt, good Sir, 
That he is nature's ſcavinger : 

Ev'n you yourſelves, in a great meaſure, 
Our dedtors are for health and pleaſure; 
* The holy prieſt will take our part, a a 
Sir Hugh loves tythe pig from his heart 
Riches we give and ſuſtenance, | 
While all your boaſted excellence 
Is—with that worthleſs kin of thine, 

To make your brother coxcombs thine. 


6 UDGE not of worth by ſplendid ſhew, _ 
« A clown's moce uſeſul than a beau.“ 


G eee G. 


FABLE XIX. 


THE OLD MAN, BIS SON, AND 
His ASS. 


* 


NCE on a time, an honeſt Clown, 
Attended by his only Son, 
Along the road together pats, 
As they to market drove their Aſs. 
A plowman working by,—to jeer 
The couple—thus began;—I ſwear, 
Here's ſchoolmaſters! how great they walk! 


Their ſcholar, ſce, before them ſtalk! - *& 
Folks of teſs wit than they poſſeſt, P 
Would certainly have rid their beaſt. n 


Piqu'd at the ſneei ing plowman's whim, 3 
The Old Man takes his Son, fo flim 
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And ſet him up.— A moment after 
A pallenger remark'd, with laughter, | 
That 'twas a thing, good ſenſe beſide, 
For men to walk, and boys to ride. 
So far this ſtranger puſh'd his jeſt, 
The Boy was bid to quit the beaſt; 
Up then the jolly Peaſant got, 
And to the neighb'ring town they trot, 
"Twas holiday, and people ſtore | 
Were in the ſtreets, and at each door; 
And as the couple paſs'd—they ſaid, 
That ſwinging booby muſt be mad 
To ride himfelf—and let his child 
With ſuch a dirty road be toil'd. 
To eaſe his Son, the Man inclin'd, 
Bid bim,—on this,—get up behind. 
Straight from the Boy the-people paſs, 
To pity next, the bending Aſs; 
See! ſee! the creature pants for breath 
Theſe brutes,—cry they,—will be bis death. 
The Bumkin's now at his' wit's end, 
Himfelf and's Son at once deſcend: 
Flat on his back they lay their foal, 
Tie his four feet, —and then a poll 


Paſs through,—next on their ſhoulders take 


The load,—and thus they-journey make. 
At this the boors,—a noiſy rout,” | 
Follow in crowds—and laugh and ſhout. 
The Old One ſwell'd, —and as they paſs 

A bridge, he o'er it threw his Aſs; 
Chooſing to loſe the unlucky beaſt, 

Rather than be a village N 


* He who for gen'ral praiſe ſhall ſue, / 
Eby Deceives himſelf, and * few.” 


” 
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Tux GARDENER axp Tar SN A1L. 


| Gard'ner once, at early day, * 
Walk'd forth his fruit · trees to ſurvey; 

But long he had not look'd around, | 

F'er on a peach a Snail he found: 

The Snail he claſps, with anger fill'd, 

But thus beſpeaks him e er he kill'd; 

« Thou crawling inſect vile, and low, 

„For you did theſe fine peaches grow? 


For you did I take ſo much care, 


« Theſe trees to guard from blighting air? 
To dreſs and prune them take delight, 

« Vifit each motn and every night? 

And now muſt all my pains be tail'd, 

« My hopes by ſuch a reptile ſpoil'd ? 

« My favourite fruit muſt you devour, 

« And blaſt my pride in one ſhort hour? 

« Will nothing elfe pleaſe your nice palate ? 


e No common nor no coarſer diet? 


„% Won't colewort, and ſuch fare, fuffice, 
c Will nought go down but rarities? 


Die, caitiſf, die, and take thy due; 


Let other Snails be warn'd by you. 


Like you ſhall every robber fall, 


« A victim to the publick's call,.“ 

« Hard is our fate, (the Snail rephes,) , 
« Each Snail without compaſſion dies. 

« Oh! cruel and unequal rimes, | 
To puniſh thus our leſſer crimes! 
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e When human miniſters of ſtate, * 
« Though oft deſerving of our fate, 

« Securely live and dwell at caſe, 

« And plunder whenſoe' er they pleaſe. 

« OFer Gard*ners too, who kill us Snails, 

«© The love of rapine much prevails; 

« And were you to ſtrict juſtice brought, 

* Your race would ſhortly come to nought.“ 

More he had ſaid, ——when lo! 

The Gard'ner cruſh'd him with his toe, 


. 


FABLE XXI. 
Taz ASS any HORSE. 


N Afs a War- Horſe envied fore, 
For much he eat and little bore; 
While he full oft, by hunger preſt, 
Meer offals eat, and to digeſt 
Hard labour help'd, while in his mind, 
Much at his lot the beaſt repin'd. 
At length came war,—out goes the Steed 
To fight, alas! and not to feed; | 
His fides full ſoon conſeſs'd his trade, 
For wounds there hoſtile weapons made: AA 
Yet ſtill he ſerv'd, and ſtill he found, 3 
In honour's cauſe, like ills abound. * 
The Aſs, in ſafety, ſeeing this, | > 
Confeſs d before the thought amiſsz 
Renounc'd*her groundleſs ſentiment, 
And liv'd thereafter quite content. 
«+ © Who ſees the plagues of wealth and power, 

_* Rejoices that his ſtation's lower, 


g 
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* ι⏑οοο ττο το οοτοοοοο 


FABLE XXII. 
Tur BEAR any GARDENER. 


N the days of old Pilpay there flouriſh'd a Bear, 
Good-natur'd and gentle, and quite debonnair ; 
Though ſhaggy his form, yet his ſoul was polite, 
And to live among men was Sir Bruin's delight. 
(In thoſe days, like men, bears cou'd reaſon and 
talk; 
At preſent, like bears, men can growl, dance, or 
walk :) 
This Bear' had a heart which to friendſhip in- 
clin'd, 
And in Adam he found a warm friend to his 
mind, 
 Oreſtes and Pylades were not more kind 
A Gard'ner was Adam, extremely well known, 
For his friendſhip with Bruin in country and town; 
Whenever friend Adam you ſaw, you might ſwear 
His four-legged brother wou'd ſhortly appear; 
Or if good Sir Bruin you any time ſpy'd, 
The Gardener was always obſerv'd by his fide; 
They fed at one table, —nay further, tis ſaid, 


Though I can't think that true) they both lay in 


one bed : 


Mick labour o'ercome—In the ſhade as one day 


Poor Adam a ſnoring moſt happily lay, 
Friend Bruin fat ſquat on his bum to attend him, 
Leſt during his fleep man or beaſt ſhould offend 


* 
| * 
2 
2 
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Our centinel had not long watch'd, when in ſcorn, 

A monſt'rous huge fleſh-fly came * ſounding his 
horn; 

In circles he wing d round poor Adam his flight, 

And lur'd by ſweet vapours, he fain wou'd alight; 

On Adam's moiſt forehead he ſettled, —and then— 

When beat off—he flew—to his forchead again 

He buzz'd ſo, and teaz d ſo, and ſtill was ſo loud, 

That Bruin in vengeance deſtruction avow'd; 

And cunningly watching, he ſaw him alight, 

To feaſt on the lips of his friend as in ſpite: 

Oh, ho, quo friend Bruin, I have you, my dear, 

4 You ſoundly ſhall pay, by the Lord, for your 
« cheer;” 

And ſending, full drive, a large ſtone at the foe, 

He cruſh'd him at once with a death-dealing blow; 

And the very next minute he ſaw the fly dead, 

He ſaw all poor Adam's teeth drop from his head. 


4 Admit it as a certain rule; 
* an is dang' rous from a fool.” 2 


CNS AYR CH ca dag: hd 


Y AB IL E XXIII. 
Tu ANT ann e 4 


S an Ant, of his talents ſuperiorly vain, © - 
Was trotting with Wr over * 5 » 
plain, a 
A Worm, in his progreſs, remarkably Ani {2% 
Cry'd, “ Bleſs your good Wang N 
go! 
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« T hope your great mightineſs won't take it ill, 
« I pay my reſpects with a hearty good will.” 


With a look of contempt, and incffable pride, 

« Begone, you vile reptile, his Antſhip reply'd: 

| « Go, go, and lament your contemptible ſtate: 

[i « But . limbs how com · 

| &« plete. 

4 « I guide all my motions with freedom and NY 
_. - « I run back and forward, and turn when I pleaſe. 

© | « Of nature (grown weary) thou ſhocking effay! 
« 1 ſpurn you thus from me;-—crawl out of my 

60 way.“ 


The reptile inſulted, and vex d to the ſoul 
Crept onwards, and hid himſelf cloſe in his hole; 
But nature determin'd to end his diſtreſs, 

Soon ſent him abroad in a butterfly dreſs. 


3 Ere long the proud Ant was repaſſing the road, 
(Fatigu'd with the harveſt, and tugging his load) 
The beau on a violet bank he beheld, - 
Whoſe veſture, in glory, a monarch's excell'd; 

His plumage expanded!—'twas rare to behold 

=. So lovely a mixture of purple and gold! 

* The Ant, quite amaz'd at a figure ſo gay, 

| Bod low with reſpect, and was rudgivg away: 


4 « Stop, friend,” ſays the an « don't be ſur- 
hd «c priz'd; | 
5 T once was the reptile you ſpurn'd and deſpis'd; 
«* But now I can mount—in the ſun · beams I play, 
While you muſt, tor ever, drudge on in your 


cc way.” , 
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A wretch that to-day is o'erloaded with ſorrow, 
« May ſoar above thoſe that ne him to- 
«c morrow. * | 


Neeber FAY 


be A B L E "XXIV. 
Tue TWO CANDLES. 


WO Candles burning in a hall, 

The one large-wick'd, the other ſmall; 
While Large-wick chearful blaz'd and bright, 
The other ſcarce gave any light; 

But in a corner on a ſhelf, - | 

Juſt glimmer'd, as to pleaſe himfelf;—— 

Cries Small-wick, ſneering, to the other, 
c You blaze away, my ſhowy brother, ö 

© But that ſuperior light you boaſt 52 
« Muſt ſoon — ſo quick you burn — be loſt; 5 
« While to ſelf-prefervation true, rc 
« I ſhall out live three ſuch as you:“ | 
Large-wick, directed by the ſound, 

His dark-ey'd neighbour quickly found, 

{Who elſe muſt have unnotic'd been, 

And, as quite worthleſs, overſeen) 

And thus reply'd: * Thbu gloomy add 
© To the dark ug'rer's baneful trade 
„„ Thou darkneſs viſible, ſcarce: ſeen, 

Thou fit companion for the ſpleen; 

« From thy poor gaſconade deſiſt, 

% Yours is not liſe you only but exiſt; 

« While I, the few ſhort hours I know, 

In doing good my time beſtow; 
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Candles are deſtin'd to ſupply 
© The want of day-light in the ſky; | 
« Like ſupplimental ſuns to light, 
« And banith darkneſs, gloom, and night; 
“ To lengthen life, and kingly ſhower 
That bliſs of bliſſes, viſual power: 
« This while I live, I cheerful do, 
„% While ſuch poor ſelfiſh things as you, 
« Who bugger-mugger ſpend your rays, 
% And have not ſoul to give a blaze, 
« Are ſtill unnotic'd by mankind, 
« But when you leave a ſtink behind,” 


Tae conteſt Suſan heard, and took 
Small- wick from his ſequeſter'd nook; 
She thruſt him in the kitchen fire, 
Worthleſs, - unheeded - to expire: r 
While Large - wick, in the parlour grac d, 
And *mid ſurrounding beauties plac d, 
A cheerful luſtre boldly throws, 
And to the laſt his ſpirit ſhows. 


SOULS are like candle-wicks—when ſmall, 

They ſcarce give any light at all: 
When large—they're public bleſſings found, 
And beam their cheerful blaze around; 
And if our lives, as ſages ſhow, 

Are meaſur'd by the good we do, 
And not by days and months—t fear 
Too many Small-wicks will appear; T 
And may be ſaid, with truth's confiſtence,, 1) . 4 
Barely to know the twilight of exiſtence. "I + 
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Der. Der- NEL 
FABLE MV. 
Tas MIS ER. 


N a wild heath, a Miſer laid 
His wealth, and daily to it pray'd, 
Till by a lucky neighbour ſpy'd, | 
Who quickly to his Mammon hy'd, 
Remov'd, and left him to deplore 
The loſs of his beloved ore. 
The hapleſs Miſer ſhew'd his grief 
In ſighs and tears, without relief; 
Ert length, a ſtranger from him drew 
The cauſe of all this ſad to do, 
And offer'd had he ſo inclin'd, 
This wholeſome med'cine to his mind; 
Bury this ſtone, believe it gold, 
(Since both to you, like value hold) 
Henceforward, ſafe in this belief, 
Lou need not dread a ſecond thief. - 


0 Alike i in fat, a Miſer wants 
* 9 Fortune keeps, and what ſhe your 
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F AB L E XXVI. 


Tae SPI DER and Tart BEE. 


HE nymph, who walks the public ſtreets, 
And ſets her cap at all ſhe meets 


May catch the iool, who turns to ſtare, 
But men of ſenſe avoid the ſnare, 


As on the margin of the flood, 
With flken line, my Lydia ſtood, 
I ſmil'd to ſee the pains you took 
To cover o'er the fraudful hook. 
Along the foreſt as we ſtray'd, 
You ſaw the boy his lime-twiggs ſpread; 
Gueſs'd you the reaſons of his fear, 
Leſt, heedleſs, we approach'd too. nears 
For as behind the buſh we lay, 

The linnet flutter'd on the ſpray. 


Nuss there ſuch caution to delude 


The ſcaly fry, and feather'd brood; _. 


And chink you with inferior art, 

To captivate the human hearr? 

The maid, who modeſtly conceals 
Her beauties, while ſhe hides, reveals; 
Give but a glimpſe, and fancy draws, 
Whate'er the Grecian Venus was, 
From Eve's firſt fig-leaf to brocade, 
All dreſs was meant for fancy's aid, 
Which evermore delighted dwells 
On what the baſhful nymph conceals. 
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Wren Celia ſtruts in man's attire, 
She ſhews too much to raiſe deſire 
But from the hoop's bewitching round, 
Her very ſhoe has power to wound, 


Tae roving eye, the boſom bare, 
The forward laugh, the wanton air 
May catch the fop; for gudgeons ſtrike 
At the bare hook and bait, alike, 
While ſalmon play regardleſs by, 

Till art like nature forms the fly. 


BENEATH a peaſant's homely thatch, 
A Spider long had held her watch; 
From morn till night, with reſtleſs care, 
She ſpun her web, and wove her ſnare. 
Within the limits of her reign, 

Lay many a heedleſs captive ſlain, 
Or flutt'ring ſtruggled in her toils, 
To burſt the en and ſhun her wiles. 


A $TRAYING * that perch'd hard boy 
Beheld her with difdainful eye, 
And thus began: Mean thing give o'er, 
And lay thy flender threads no more; 
A thoughtleſs fly, or two at moſt, - 
Is all the conqueſt thou can'ſt boaſt, 
For Bees of ſenſe thy arts evade, 
We ſee fo * the nets are laid. 


Tux gaudy tulip, that Uiſplays _ 
Her ſpreading foliage to the gaze, 
That points her charms at all ſhe ſees, 


And yields to ev ry wanton e 
C2 
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Attracts me not. Where bluſhing grows, 
Guarded with thorns, the modeſt roſe; 
Enamour'd, round and round I fly, 


Or on her fragrant boſom lie; 


Reluctant, ſhe my ardour meets, 
And baſhful, renders up her ſweets. 


To wiſer heads attention lend, 
And learn this leſſon from a friend, 
She, who with modeſty retires, | 
Adds fewel to her lover's fires; 
While ſuch uncautious jilts as you, 
By folly your own ſchemes undo. 
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F A BL E XXVI. 
Tus LION An Dp Tus WASP. 


Lion, whoſe blood - thirſty reign 
Beſpake him Nero of the plaing 
Who judg'd that the ſole end of power 
Was to deſtroy and to devour; 

Who knew no law but tyrant will, 

Still prompt to ravage, ſleece and kill, 

Thus proudly roars “ With Jove I vie, 

« I rule the earth, he rules the ſæy; 

His thunder makes the heavens quake, 

« My roaring makes the foreſt ſhake; 

% Death cvep waits my kingly ſway, 

« While fout-legg'd crouching ſlaves obey; 
“ They breathe but by my courteſy, | 
« And the whole world was made for me — 
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«© Britannia's monarch I diſdain, 
«© Who rules by love a willing plain; 
« Like fam'd Morocco's prince I move, 
“ By fear I govern, not by love. 


Tu us vaunts the Grand Monarque:: Around 
His ſervile courtiers lick the ground, 
When with a careleſs air and grace, 

A buzzing Waſpflies near the place, 
Skims through the air, nor bends the wing 
In homage to the mighty king; 
Which ſo incens'd his majeſty, 
That with his fail erected high, 
He ſtrikes the inſet to the earth, 
And ſpoils his muſic and his mirth. 
« Shall a mean worthleſs inſect dare 
Unbidden in our fight appear? 

« When inſolence thus dares preſume, 

« Death—certain death ſhall be its doom.” 


Tnovon ſtunn'd at firſt—with venom'd ſpite 
The Waſp ſoon wings his circling flight; 
He vows revenge, and on his foe, 
With ſting erect he aims the blow: 
«© Tyrant (he cries) what could provoke 
« Without a cauſe thy barb'rous ſtroke ? 
«© From want of food can it proceed? | 
« Lions on inſects never feed : 
« 'The reaſon's plain, thy cruel breaft 
« Is with a human ſoul poſſeſt; 
« *T'was wantonneſs provok'd the deed, 
« To pleaſe your pride even Waſps muſt bleed: 
„But, tyrant, take before I die $4 
* An injur'd Waſp's laſt legacy:”. ; FAY 
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So ſaid, he darts.with rapid wing 

The noſtrils of the ſhaggy king, 
Jo the extremeſt verge aſcends, 
There all his waſpiſh venom ſpends; 
And near the brain's monaſtic cell 
He pours his macerating ſpell: 
The tyrant roars, and o'er the plain, 

He drives in all the hell of pain; 

The foreſts tremble with his cries, | ? 


Quick to bis brain the venom flies, 
And raging mad, he tears, blaſphemes, and dies. 


Thus bubble pride and cruelty, 
« Thofe pageant tyrants of an hour, 
« Are often forc'd to bend the knee, 
* Ev'n to a paltry ĩnſects power.” 1 
A . N. 
F AB L E XXVII. 
Tus EAGLE AND DOVE. 


N Eagle, of majeſtic fize, 

Was tow'ring up the lofty ſkies; 
- Amidſt the ſun's intenſeſt rays 
He ſoar'd, and wanton'd in the blaze. 
There triumph'd in aerial height, 
That ſeem'd ro-mock purſuing fight. 
A Dove, that from an humble ſpray, 
In murmurs coo'd ber plaintive lay, 
Who ſaw what time the monarch roſe, 
From the high rock of his repoſe, 
- Invited by the call of ſpring, 

Aſſay'd to try her tender wing; 


* 
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On ſofter plumes ſhe gently flies, 
And hovers in inferior ſkies, 


Tur Eagle, from his fervid reign 
Ey'd her low progreſs with diſdain: ' 
Then ſtoop'd his envy to expreſs, | 
And vent his ſpleen in this addreſs: 


« Vain thing, that, with an empty pride, 
„ Mimic'ſt what nature has deny d, 
« Can thy weak wings with mine compare, 
„Thus ſoar, and beat the cloſing air 
% Say, canſt thou mount my rapid way, 
* And bear the fiercer ſcorch of day? 
% Nor think, raſh bird, to rival me, 
„With ſhallow flights from tree to tree; 
« But learn how fruitleſs the intent, 4 
«© Which wiſer nature never meant.“ | | 


Tax Dove replies, Your "Rv were wh 
Did I preſume to rival you; 1 
« But where's the crime, I fain would knoẽw , 

« For me to wing my flights below? 
Let not the ſovereign of the ſky | 2 
© Regard me with indignant eye. x 
*« Your ſounding wings were form'd to ſoar, 

« Mine but inferior heights explore 
« Yet ſtill the ſame great pow'r above 
« Made thee an Eagle, me a Dove.” 


* 
= * 5 
— 
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F AB L E XXIX. 
Tur COCK AN Dru FOX. 


NC E, as ſage Chaucer let us know, 
(No matter for how long ago) 

A certain widow held a farm; 

The land was fat, the houſe was warm ;. 

And brought her in, it may be, clear, 

Some ten or twenty pounds a year. 


Bur, not on-worldly riches bent, 


A hie gave the crone content; 


While that, which moſt of all her ſtock, 


She took delight in, was a cock; 


And, ſooth to ſay, the pariſh round, 

A finer bird could ſcarce be found; 

So lively, beautiful, and bold, 

His feathers ſhone like burniſh'd gold; 


Broad was his comb, and full his ſize, 


Wirh amber beak, and jetty eyes; 
He ſtood, Herculean, on his legs, 
And got the largeſt, ſweeteſt eggs. 


ALas! the hour; when Reynard firſt, | 


'That foe to poultry, moſt accurſt, 


Caſt on ſuch charms his glances fell, 

And long' d to taſte what look'd ſo well. 
But fo it was, a neighbouring wood 
Conceal'd a Fox's num'rous brood ; 

And oft the father of the whole 

Had tow'rds our widow's manſion ſtole 3 


* 
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In hopes, at ſome unguarded time | 
To perpetrate th' intended crime. 


Ox fatal morn, with grief I ſpeak, 
Juſt as the day began to break, 
He fally'd forth, on blood intent, 
And to his wonted ſtation went : 
Sir Chanticleer, who hated ſloth, 
Was riſen, you may take your oath: 
Yet how to get him {till was hard, 
Old gammer kept a well-fenc'd yard: 
Was force eflay'd? The pails were hig 
Foxes can leap, but cocks can ſly. 


To cunning then, his old reſource, 
The treach'rous caitiff has recourſe; 
His hinder legs ſoon make him tall, 
With eaſe he overlooks the wall; 
And thus accoſts his deſtin'd prey: 

« I wiſh your worſhip a good day.” 
At firſt the Cock was in a fright, | 
And ſtraight prepar'd his wings for flight; bo” 
But Reynard, maſter of his-act, . = 
Cries, © Scat'd at me!—beſhrew my 1 * 
thought I had been better known, 
« Not rich—but honeſt to the bone. 
“% A ſimple neighbour, Sir, of yours, 
« Who ſcarce live diſtant twenty doors; 
« And oft, in paſling to his hut, 
« With pleaſure views your portly ſtrut; 
His ſpirits too full oft you chear, =. 
« With voice harmonious, loud and clear; 
« Yes, in my life I do not know, _ 
That e'er I heard a fweeter crow; 

Cs 
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« Oblige me, Sir, with one ſhort ſtrain.” 
The Cock was thoughtleſs, young, and vain; 
Cajol'd and flatter'd to the ſkies, g 

His neck he ſtretches, ſhuts his eyes, 
Prepar'd to ſound his maſter din: 


But there the crafty fox came in. 
Scarce had he chaunted half the note, 


When, fiercely bouncing at his throat, 
He ſeiz'd, he choak'd, bounc'd back again, 
And bore the victim to his den. 


SIR OR, SOR MO 
FARLEY INI. | 
TAE SHIP AND THE WIND. 


Ship of war, a ſecond rate, 
Proud not a little of her ſtate; 

Her rigging new, unus'd to ſtorms, 

Nor knowing how the deep deforms ; 

Fuſt out of dock had gone to ſea, 

d who, forſooth, ſo fine as ſhe! 

beauties, ſtrangers to temptation, 

nite unexperienc'd in vexation, 

Imagine nothing is to croſs 'em, 

Nor cares to ruffle or to toſs em, 

Till, out upon the world's wide ocean, 

They came to have a different- notion. 

And now each breeze and proſperous gale 

Seem'd emulous to fill her fail, 

As men of gallantry will lie, 

And court the fair with flattry : 

Till having won her deepeſt ſtake, 

Too ſoon ſhe fees her dire miſtake, 


. 
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WELL, ſays our Mermaid, what a wonder 
Am I, thus deck'd with Britain's thunder: 
My mainmaſt, foremaſt, mizen, all 
So ſtrong, ſo taper, and ſo tall! 

The world could never do without me, . 
With all my hearts of oak about me: 

See my broad pendant, how it flies! 

Like any comet through the ſkies. 

Finiſh'd as any may diſcern, 

A prodigy from ſtem to ſtern! 

Self- moving, how I cut the ſea, 

And through the billows mark my way. 

Lo, the viciſſitude of things, 

Hark! how the hollow tempeſt ſinge, 
Too ſoon the breaking ſtorm the feels! 
Invading billows ſhock her keels! 

Her fails are ſplit the ſecond ſtroke 
Attacks her fierce—her maſts are broke; 
Finiſh'd as any may diſcern, 

A very wreck from ſtem to ſtern! 

AL 4s! the cries, what ſad diſaſter 
Aſſails me thus} Can winds thus maſter? 
Winds, which ſo very late before 
Courted and flatter'd me from ſhore? 

Yes, pretty Mermaid, lo! they canF 
And oh, ye women, ſo can man. | 
His only aim when moſt he flatters, 
Firſt to ſeduce, then leave in tatters. 


"© 


„ No climate like the ſouth of France! 
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+++ 
FABLE XXXI. 

Tux CHOUGH A CUCKOW. 


Cuckow once, as Cuckows uſe, 
Went out upon a winter's cruiſe. . 

eturn'd with the returning ſpring, 
The birds about him form'd a ring: 
As fluttering from his foreign flight 
They ſaw him formally alight, 
With pride elate, with travel ſtiff, 
Upon the top of Dover cliff. 

Tax bid him welcome croſs the main 
T' old England ſafe return'd again; | 
When, eying ſcornfully the ſtrand, + 


Old England!——yes, the land's a land! 


« But rot me, gentlemen, fays he, 

We paſſage · ſowl that croſs the ſea, 

« Have vaſt advantages oer you, | N. 
That keep your native ſhores in view. 

The ſeaſon paſt I took a jaunt 

« Among the iſles of the Levant: 

« Where, by the way, I ſtuff d my guts 
« With almonds and piſtachio nuts. , 
« They'twas my chance ſome weeks to de 


In that choice garden Italy: 


But, underncath the ſky's expanſe, 


* 
* 

. 
> 
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« You've often heard, I dare to ſwear, 
« How plenty ortolans are there; : Ne F 
« *Tis true, and more delicious meat, 8 
« Upon my ſoul, I never eat; 300 
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« Their eggs are good; it was ill luck, 

„The day I had not ten to ſuck: _ 

« Yet, notwithſtanding, to my gout, / 

« The bird's the ſweeter of the twg., .. 
Tuus prating malapert and loud, 

A dry old Chough, among the croudz” * 

Stopp'd ſhort bis inſolent career, 

Win What a chattering pie is here! 

« You travell'd, Sir, I ſpeak to you, 1 

«© Who've paſt ſo many countries through; 

« Say, to what purpoſe is't you roam, 

« And what improvements bring you home? 

« Has Italy, on which you doat, 

« Chang'd your monotony of note? 

“O Or France, that boaſts ſo fair a ſky, 

«© Taught you leſs clumfily to fly? 

J cannot ſee that both together _ _ 

Have alter'd you a ſingle feather : 

Then tell us not of where you've been, 

« Of what you've done, of what you've ſeen? 

« For, you, and all your rambling pack, f 

Go Cuckows out, come Cuckows back.“ 


Lords, N n tale's for you 
Is not the moral of it true? 
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Seren 
FABLE XXI. 
Tag SNAKE AND THE WORM. 


PON a bank with moſs yclad, 
A ſnake indulging Jay, 
And in continu'd folds return'd 
His tribute to the day. 
The lightning's quick and lambent flame 
- Shot from his piercing eye; 
His chequer'd ſides in luſtre ſhone 
With ſcales of beauteous die. 
Now coil'd in various artful folds, 
A while repos'd he'd lie, 
Then rouſe with quick elaſtic ſpring, 
And chace the heedleſs fly. 
An envious Worm from darkneſs crept, 
His lucid charms ſurvey'd, e 
And mov'd with rancour at the ſight, 
He thus indignant faid: 
Why am I form'd of worthleſs clay, 
«© The vileſt reptile fure? 
“ Curſt with fatigue, with heat, and cold, 
" «&'Tev'ry pang endure. 
« Talk of diſtreſs, there's not an elf 
, « So wretched ſure as I; 
« Fix'd in ſome dreary cave, I waſte 
« A life of care and pain; | 
« For when the ſummer ſuns exult, 
And Sirrius burns the plain, 
On me, ye gods, your lightnings dart, 
“For I'm content to die. 
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« Or, if perehance I creep for air, * 


„Then man arreſts my flight; 


“ And in ſome part, with moſs well fill'd, 


« I pine away the night, 

« Soon as Aurora gilds the caſt, 
« For carp I'm doom'd repaſt, 

« And tortur'd on the ſavage hook, 
« I writhe away my laſt. ; 

« When winter with its icy chains 
« Has bound the captive earth, 

« Then in ſome frozen cell I pine, 
With anguiſh, cald, and dearth. 

«© While this luxuriant ſnake abounds 
„% With ev'ry wiſh'd delight, | 

« Ranges by day the fertile fields, 
And ſeeks his hold by night: 

“ Friſks o'er the plain with wanton bound, 
« And circumſpective eye; 

« Feels not a want, nor feels a care, 
„Though Worms unpitied die. 


«© With vigour and with beauty bleſs'd, - 


« He's uncontroul'd and free; 

« But be it fo, ye partial n | 

And rain your ills on me.” 

Scarce had he ſpoke, when o'er che dale 
A truſty-plowman came, | | | 

Teading his courſe to diſtant wake; - 
To meer his ruddy dame. 

The wanton Snake's expanded length 
Soon caught his wand'ring eye, | 

« Straight to my rage, (the ruſtic ery d 
« A victim thou ſhalt die. | 


Quick o'er his head the weapon flew, 
The blow retards his ow. 
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His eyes their priſtine luſtre loſe, 
In endleſs gloomy night. 
The Snake, which late in gambol play'd, 
Now writhes with ſhudd'ring death, - 
And, on the- bank where late he friſk'd, 
He now reſigns his breath. 
The boiſt'rous clown the Worm alarm d, 
Who ſhrunk into his cell, 
And there, on cool reflection, found 
- A heaven in his hell. 


F A B L E XXXIII. 
Tue TRAVELLER and RAINBOW. 


Gaudy Rainbow, vivid, gay, 
Reſplendent with the various ray, 

Arreſts a trav'ler's raptur d gaze, 

While thus he cries with wild amaze, 

« Heav'ns! what a fight? how rich a glow! 

« Can art a ſcene thus lovely ſhow? —— 

« 'The pallet thus emboſs'd with teints, 

That NatureVUſes when ſhe paints! 


„ And ſuch an arch!——lt ſure ſupports 


% Olympus, and the thund'rer's courts; 
The hemiſphere beſtriding wide, 
«© Magnificent, from fide to fide: 
„ Would Jove but mount me to yon ſphere, 
« Where I might view this wonder near, 
% Where I might all its glories trace, 
« Which diſtance greatly muſt efface; 122 
« Would Jove but grant me this requeſt, | 
„How thankful ſhould I be! bow bleſt!” 
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No ſooner ſaid, than quick as thought, 


Aloft in diſtant air he's caught; 

Mid floating oceans chill'd to death, 
Mid fogs almoſt depriv'd of breath: 
When words like theſe, in accents clear, 
Strike the affrighted trav'ler's ear 
% What late your admiration drew 

In genuine colours here you view; 


Mere earth · born vapours, miſt and rain, 5 


« Rais'd by the ſun to float amain, 
Which gilded by his beams appear 
“Thus glittering to your lower Aphere; 
4 To dazzle wond'ring eyes, and ſhow. 
% What outward ornaments can do; 

« Learn hence with caution to decide 
« On objects at a diſtance ſpy'd; 

Nor think that Fortune's ſmiles impart 
« Contentment to the garter'd heart; 

« The gaudieſt flowers oft contain 

« Within their core a cank'rous bane. - 


« LEARN too that men who often ſhow, | - 
When diſtant, like the glittering bow, 


1 If nearer ſearch'd, prove fogs at beſt 
« By an illuſive ſun-beam dreſt.“ 
ENDED the voice, the tan ler und 


Himſelf replac'd upon dry ground. 
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FAB IL. E. XXXIV. 
Tus GOLDFINCH and nary 


HOUGH, Celia, each delightful grace 
Is ſtamped on your enchanting face; 
Though judgment, wit, and {kill refin'd 
Adorn your all-capacious mind; 
Though, while you fing, your tuneful throat 
Excels een Philomela's note; 
Though you poſſeſs thofe charms that move 
The nobler ſentiments of love; 
If haughty thoughts inflame your ſoul, 
It damps the beauty of the whole. 
Look not, fair maid, with cold diſdain, 
On thoſe o'er whom ſupreme you reign; 
Nor ſuffer envy (friendfhip's peſt) 
To harbour in your peaceful breaſt. 
A GoLDFINCcH once, clate with pride, 
Was warbling near a rivHet's fide; 
A Raven chang'd to fly that way, 
_ Who lighted on a neighbouring ſpray, 
And as they near each other far, 
They quickly enter'd into chat; 
The Goldfinch firſt the filence broke, 
And thus, with ſcornful accent, ſpoke : 
« Poor wretch, how hapleſs is thy fate, 
« Condemn'd to univerſal hate; 
4% No charm haſt thou to gain applauſe, 
Thy beauty no admirer draws: 
And then thy croaking is ſo fad, 
That man muſt ſurely think you mad. 
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« Be wiſe; to what I ſay attend, 

« And take the counſel of a friend; 

«© Quit, quit at once that beauteous ſpray, 
« And fly no more in open day: 

The fable mantle of the night 

« Will ſcreen your hideous form from fight: 
„Had you indeed a voice like mine, 

« A pipe ſo equiſitely fine, 

« A plumage fo divinely pay, 

« You'd then adorn the face of day; 

« But fince the fates this boon deny, 

« Henceforth in darkneſs only fly.” 

« Vain fimple wretch, (the Raven cries,) 
«@ Thee and thy counſel I deſpiſe; 

% Know, poor deluded creature, know 

« Your beauty'l prove your preateſt foe; 
« When you, with giddy fluttering wing, 
© Your careleſs notes ſo ſweetly ſing, 

« 'Th' inſidious art of man prepares 

« To trap your feet in treach'rous ſnares; 
« Whilſt I ſecure from danger fly, 

Nor dread the fowler's watchful eye.“ 
Tavs fares it with the beauteous maid, 
Who calls not Reaſon to her aid; 
Let that, dear Celia, be your guide, 

By that let ev'ry thought be try'd; 

So ſhall you ſcape the num'rous arts 
Which men prepare for female hearts; 
Who, when they've gain'd their wiſh'd-for Prize, 
Th unthinking fair too oft 12 825 
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FAB LE XXXV. 


A BEAUTY axy TIME. 


as. #d a 3 


OW much the inward charms ſurpaſs 
A brilliant eye, or blooming ſace, 
Need not, to ſuch as think, be told; 
| But let my tale this truth unfold, 
| The moral to the vain diſplay, 
And teach em not to loſe a day, | 
A CERTAIN celebrated Fair, 


{Bred —'tis no matter when or where, 
But doubtleſs in ſome courtly air,) 
Choſe to retire from public praiſe, 
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As Phcebus hides in clouds his rays, 
| To burſt with more refulgent blaze. 
| A villa's hoſpitable ſeat « 
Affords her the defir'd retreat, 0 

Each rural ſcene, each verdant field, 7 
| New proſpects and new pleaſures yield. | 40 
Here bleſt with dear variety, 40 

No nymph more happy liv'd than ſhe; « 
But oft repeated to her eyes, 
The tranſient pleaſure fades and dies: 


If The purling brook, the waving corn, 
| The dappled eve, the ruddy marn, 

| The zephyrs whiſpering through the trees, Oe 40 
| No longer now have pow'r to pleaſe. 40 
= Tus virgin on her arm reclin'd, 40 
1 Revolving, in her penſive mind, | « 
= Her mirthful hours, her preſent pain, 7 


And joys ſhe wiſh'd to taſte again, 
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Beheld an airy form appear, 

Which fil'd her heart with throbbing fear. 
In his right hand a ſcythe he bore 

And, bald behind, he only wore * 

A ſingle lock of hair before: F 

His left hand held the running glaſs, 
Which ſhews how ſwift the hours do paſs, 
She ſhrieking cry'd, O hideous ſpright! 
How can you cruelly delight, 

To teaze me thus from morn to night? 

«© Not as in town unſeen you fly, 

<< Where all was mirth and gaiety, 

„But here ſo heavily you tread, 

«© The vapours almoſt ſtrike one dead. 

« Then pr'ythee, ſtern ungrateful gueſt, 

«© My happineſs no more moleſt!“ 

Tux awful viſion calm reply'd, 

<« Imperious fair one, check thy pride, 

« And deign to turn thoſe ſcornful eyes, 
Though not to bleſs a lover's ſighs, 
To view at leaſt this faithful mirror, 
To thoughtleſs beauties ſuch a terror; 
Let this inform thee, how my pow'r 
% Prevails-upon thee ey'ry hour; 
Ho at my feet the great and ſmall, 
« And c'en Emilia's charms mult fall.” 


HERR, from her languiſhment, the "— 


As from a trance awaking, faid, 


What of my rival you impart, . a 
« Chears and revives my drooping heart; 


Not half ſo frightful as before, 
« Dear creature, ſtay, and tell me more: 
« Shall then Emilia's empire fail, 

« And my unheeded charms prevail?” 


70 COLLECTION OF 
« Pook wretch ! how thoughtleſs and how vain! 
(The angry ſhade reply d again.) | 
I fear thee impotent to reach 
The leſſon I would kindly teach. 
« The beauties of her face and thine, 
« Touch'd by my hand, ſhall foon decline. 
% But know, the happy nymph can ſpare 
« Charms to adorn a thouſand fair, 
« Yet ſtill retain ſo large a ſtore, 
That wondering mortals ſhall adore. 
Good nature, cafe, benevolence, 
« An humble, yet exalted ſenſe, 
« Conſpicuous in Emilia ſhine, 
1 « And all her outward charms refine; 
i % And though her hours, with envious haſte, 
| 0 « Approach, thoſe outward charms to watfte, 
0 « Her mind, with ev'ry- grace replete, 
4 | Shall c'en the pow'r of death defeat, { 
ik % And unconcern'd the victor meet. 
« For when that lovely maſs of clay 
„His mighty ſummons muſt obey, 
„ © Her worth the ſilver trump of fame 
| To after ages all proclaim: 
i} « Her worth, far brighter than the morn, 
af « Or gems that regal crowns adorn, 
| When time and death muſt ceaſe to be, 
« Shall triumph in cternity.” | 
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F A B 1. F XXXVI. 
Tus BUTTERFLY AND BOY, 


r Fwas on a day ſerene and fair, 
| The ſun was bright and zther clear, 
The rocking winds were lulFd-to reſt, 
And ev'ry murm'ring gale ſuppreſt; 
When, tempted by th'alluring beat, 
A Fly forſook her dark retreat 
To taſte the ſweetneſs of the ſkies, 
And tinge her wings with various dyes; 
Reſtleſs ſhe rov'd her narrow tour, 
And borrow'd paint from ev'ry flow'r, 
Till, deck'd with all the inſect grace, 
She ſparkled faireſt of her race. 


In all her ſplendor, pomp. and pride, 
The Winged Gem, a Boy efpy'd, n 
Who, pleas'd to ſee how bright it ſhone, © ,. 
Reſolv'd to make the priae his on * 
And ſtraight with ſpeed began to trace 
The gilded Fly from place to place; 

But conſcious of ſome danger near, 

The Butterfly her courfe would ſteer _ 
Now high, then low, now here, then there. 
To balk the aim, or ſhun the blow 

She juſtly dreaded from her foe. 

Tux lad ſtill eager to purſue 
The Fly that always kept in view, 

Through many a lane and meadow went, 
(His ſoul ſo on the prize was bent) 
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Undaunted ran from morn to noon, 

To gain the heart-enchanting boon. | 
Ar length, when ſweat bedew'd his face, 

And almoſt weary of the chace, 

The Fly in evil hour is caught, 

And homewards by the conqueror brought, 

Who (vainly) hop'd the glorious ſpoil | 

Would more than recompence his toil : 

But while with pleaſure and ſurprize 

Her form and beauty feaſts his eyes, 

The Fly eſcapes, and mounts the ſkies, 

With rally'd force augments ber flight, 


And quick evades his keeneſt fight; 


Then he, (deluded youth) gave o'er 
All hope to find the booty more, 3; 
Enrag'd, condemns his cruel fate, 


And wept his folly— but too late. 


« Tavs fooliſh mortals waſte their days, 
In ſeeking pleaſures, wealth and praiſe; 
„They hunt for honours, titles, fame, | 
« And riſk their ſouls to gain a—name: 

« Chaſe every glittering toy they ſpy, 
« Juſt as the Lad purſu'd the Fly, 


And Cer they graſp the bawble, die. 
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FABLE XXXVI. 
TAE DIAMOND. 


ONG on Golconda's ſhore a Diamond lay, 


Neglected, rough, conceal'd in common 


clay: 

By every paſſenger deſpis'd and ſcorn'd, 

The latent jewel thus in ſecret mourn'd, 

„Why am thus to fordid earth confin'd, _ 
© Why ſcorn'd and trod upon by every hind? 

«© Were theſe bright qualities, this glittering hue, 
« And dazzling luſtre, never meant for view? 

«© Wrapt in eternal ſhade if I remain, 


« Theſe ſhining virtues were beſtow'd in vain.” , 


As thus the long-negleQted gom diſplay'd 
Its worth and wrongs, a ſkilful artiſt ſtiay d 
By chance that way, and ſaw with curious eye, 
Though much obſcur'd, th' unvalu'd treaſure lie. 
He ground with care, he poliſh'd it with art, 
And call'd forth all its rays from every part; 
And now young Delia's neck ordain'd to grace, 
It adds new charms to beauty's faireſt face. 
Tae mind of man neglected and untaught, © 
Is this rough diamond in the mind unwrought. 
Till education lend her art, unknown __. 
The brighteſt talents lie, a common ſtone z 
By her fair hand when faſhion'd, the new mind 
Riſes with luſtre, poliſh'd and refin'd. 
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FABLE XXXVIL 


Tur ASS OVERLADEX. 


Loaden baſket long an Aſs had bore 

| To market, which had often gall'd him 
| ſore; 

But yet his maſter, mindleſs of his caſe, 

Would make him go, as running for a race; 

And, what ſtill aggravated his hard fate, 

His maſter in the pannier put more weight; 

Each day he found his weight more heavy grown, 

Which yet he bore, but not without a groan : 

The load at length increas'd beyond his bearing, 

Which made the Aſs, his maſter's anger fearing, 

Fall on his knees, and to him humbly ſpeak, 


This heavy weight, good Sir, my back will break: 


Bear it you muſt, the eruel man reply'd; 
"The Aſs, attempting it, fell down and dy'd. 


« With taxes thus, let not the great, 
e Beyond its bearing, load the ſtate; 
For, when the weight's too great to bear, 
The nation like the Aſs will fare.” 
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FABLE XXXIX. 


STREPHOM, 8 AND 


HER CAT. 


LORELLA in the * ſat 
Fondly indulging of her Cat; 
Sometimes the brute her lips would kiſs, 
And with his paws her boſom preſs; 
Then fit and purr upon her knee, 
And with her hand make mighty free. 
Undaunted Puſs ſtill bolder grew, 

Now toys and plays upon her ſhoe, 
Then lily peeps I muſt not tell 
Bur really ſeem'd quite ſenſible. 
Strephon, who at a diſtance ſtood, 
With envy happy Felis view'd ; 
Wiſhing and longing for a taſte, 

Of pleaſures granted to the beaſt. 

At length, reſolv'd his fate to try, 

To fair Florella he drew nigh; 

While. envy rag'd within his breaſt: 
He thus the ſprightly fair addreſs'd: 

* On heaven-born maid, let me enjoy 
« 'Thoſe favours that you throw away; 
For what ſenſation can it be 
To that poor creature on your knee, 
To preſs your boſom; or to fip 
“The balmy honey from your lip? 
© But could I once enjoy your charms, 
And be infolded in your arms; 

Wee '2 D 2 


76 COLLECTION OF 


« How bleſt, how happy, ſhould I prove, 
Would you reward my virtuous love? 
d entertain no thought that's looſe, 
« But be as innocent as puſs.” 
—Florella heard, and thus reply'd, 
bir, your requeſt muſt be deny's, 
* You're innocent you fay, but then 
% You have a tongue like other men; 
„ All you have alk d were very well, 
If like my Cat you'd never tell.” 
Tais leſſon ſhould inſtruct mankind, 
To keep this maxim ſtill in mind: 
Whatever favours they receive, 
Never to mention thoſe that give, 
And, if by chance they ſteal a buſs, 
Let them be ſilent ſtill as puſs. 
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Tur FALCON, a THE FARMER's 
HEN. 


HRO' pride of . private grudge, 
We oft amiſs of others judge; 
Not always ſtands another's caſe, 
As ours would ſtanding in his place, 
He therefore who would ſee things right, 
Miſt view them well in every light. 
A Pilpay fage, thro' India fam'd, 
And even by us, with rev'rence nam'd, 
Taught in this ſtory fit for youth, 
A tale in form, in fact a truth. 
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A FaLcon, by a farmer kept, 
As one day thro” his yard he ſtept, 
At a poor hen began to ſcoul, 
And call'd her baſe ungrateful fowl. 
Ungrateful, ſaid the hen, —and why, 
What act of that low kind do 1? 
Many, the Falcon quick replied, 
Nor paſs they Partlet unefpied. 
Much ſure you unto mankind owe, 
Who all that you can afk beſtow; 
Whate'er you eat, tis they provide, 
And for your eaſe at night beſide, 
A rooſt they give, in which you ſleep, 
And locks and bolts in ſafety keep, 
From rav'ning kite, fell bird of prey, 
Or fox that prouls at break o' day. 
| Yet, if they but extend their hands, 
Tou fly averſe to their commands, 
Forget theſe benefits, and run 
* 'Thro' wilds and brakes, your friends to ſhun. 
Not ſo, altho' by nature wild, 
Do I behave,—but ever mild, 
Obedient to their arms I preſs, | 
Receive with pride each kind careſs, 
Feed from their hands, nor fear if they, 
Or ſtroke my tail, or with me play. 
True, cry'd the Henz but know you why, 
Though you are ſafe, I ought to fly. 
No Falcon friend you've ſeen as yet, 
Sit neatly truſs'd upon a ſpit; 
Roaſt, boil'd or broil'd, as each likes beſt, 
The white legg'd pullet's daily dreſt. 
Call you ungrateful my retreat, 
From d who feed me but to cat? 
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FABLE XII. 
FAME AN Dns COMPANIONS. 


T happen'd once upon a time 
(A phraſe made choice of for the chime) 

Water and fire agreed to ſtray 
With Fame, the partner of their way. 
Fire was a noiſy, rattling blade, 
Water, a baſhful. gentle maid. 
Nor let the wife with wonder read 
That two ſuch contraries agreed, 
For greater oppoſites than theſe, 
'Fhe love of Fame unites with eaſe. 

THROUGH various realms they travell'd long, 
Went often right, but oſt' ner wrong. 
Fire ſometimes miſs'd his proper road, 
And in a miſer's chimney glow'd;. 
Water, miſtaking her deſign, 
Intruded frequently on wine, 
While Fame, deluded by the crowd, 
Lodg'd with the crafty and the proud. 

Tuus, men of diffrent taſte, in vain 
Attempt one project to ſuſtain; 
For while they dream of doing wonders, 
They lead each other into blunders. 

Ar length, with various errors tir'd, 
Their ſirſt defign a change requir'd, 
Water and Fire to gain their ends, 
Propos'd to part—but part as friends: | 
Lach was to leave ſome mark behind him, 
That Cother, at a pinch, might find him. 


. 


* 


WODERN FAS LE S. 


« WneRs ſprightly verdure decks the ground, 


(Says Water) „I ſhall ſtill be found. 
% With wealth and pow'r pay gg I dwell, 
« But oftner in the hermit's cell. 
“ Baniſh'd from feaſts by nobler 4 
] ſeek. the raptur'd poet's garret: 
© Where trade prevails, my torrents flow, 
« My ſtreams where bending ofiers grow.” 


* WHERE circling clouds of ſmoke aſpire, 


« You're ſure to meet with me, (ſays * 
« Deep in the bowels of the mine, 

« And in the ſtars above I ſhine: 

« In every houſe on winter's nights, 

« In every verſe the poet writes; 

* I luminate as whims prevail, 

« A city, or a glow-worm's tail.” 


© ComraDes, (ſays Fame) I own I'm loth 


« To tell my temper to you both, 

* When lov'd and courted by my friends, 
« My care their ev'ry ſtep attends, 

© When view'd with a negleAtful eye, 


« Stung with th' affront, at once I fly. * 


Since this the caſe, from either fide, 
gives me ſorrow to divide; 
ou, when you pleaſe, by certain ſigns, 
„When love or intereſt inclines, : 
„Again may meet, tho now — 5 
„ Rut—whom I leave, I leave for ever.” 
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FAB L E XIII. 


TAZ OWL, axDd THE NIGHTINGALE. 


know the miſtreſs? humour right, 

See if her maids are clean and tight; 
If Betty waits without her ſtays, 
She copies but her lady's ways. | 
When miſs comes in with boiſt' rous a; 
And drops no curt'ſy going out, 
Depend upon't mamma is one, 
Who reads, or drinks too much alone. 

Ir bottled beer her thirſt aſſuage, 
She feels enthuſiaſtic rage, ; 
And burns with ardour to inherit 
The giſts, and workings of the ſpirit. 
If learning crack her giddy brains, 
No remedy, but death, remains. 

Sum up the various 1ils of life, 

And all are ſweet, to ſuch a wiſe, 

At home, ſuperior wit ſhe vaunts,. 
And twits her huſband with his wants; 
Her ragged offspring all around, 
Like pigs, are wallowing on the ground: 
Impatient ever of controul, 

She knows no order but of ſoul. 

With books her litter'd floor is ſpread, 
Of nameleſs authors, never read; 

Foul linen, pettieoats, and lace 

Fill up the intermediate ſpace. 
Abroad, at viſitings, her tongue 
Is never ſtill, and always wrong; 
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All meaning ſhe defines away, 

And ſtands, with truth and ſenſe, at bay. 
Is cer ſhe meets a gentle heart, 

Skill'd in the houſewife's uſeful art, 

Who makes her family her care, For 

And builds contentment's temple there, 

She ſtarts at ſuch miſtakes in nature, 4 

And cries, lord help us! What a creature! 
MEeL15s84, if the moral ſtrike, | 

You'll find the fable not unlike. __ 


An Owl, puff'd up with ſelf-conceit, 
Lov'd learning better than his meat; 
Old manuſcripts he treaſur'd up, 

And rummag'd every grocer's ſhop;: 

At paſtry-cooks was known to ply, 

And trip, for ſcience, every pye.. 

For modern poetry, and wit,. 

He had read all that Blackmore writz 

90 intimate with Curl was grown 

His learned treaſures- were his own, 

To all his authors had acceſs, 

And ſometimes would correct the preſs.. 

In logic he acquir'd ſuch knowledge, 

You'd ſwear him fellow of a college; 

Alike to everyart, and ſcience, 

His daring genius bid defiance, 

And ſwallow'd wiſdom, with that haſte,. 

That cits do cuſtards at a feaſt. 
W1THIN the ſhelter of a wood, 

One ev'ning, as he muſing ſtood, 

Hard by, upon a leafy ſpray, 

A Nightingale began his lay. 

Sudden he ſtarts, with anger: ſtung, 

And, ſcreeching, interrupts the ſong... 
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PeRT, buſy thing, thy airs give o'er, 

And let thy contemplations ſoar. 

What is the muſic of thy voice, 

But jarring diflonance, and noiſe ? 

Be wiſe. True harmony, thou'lt find, 

Not in the throat, but in the mind; 

By empty chirping not attain'd, 

But by laborious ſtudy gain'd. 

Go read the authors Pope explodes, 

Fathom the depth of Cibber's odes, 

With modern plays improve thy wit, 

Read all the learning Henley writ; 

And, if thou needs muſt ſing, ſing then, 

And emulate the ways of men; 

So ſhalt thou grow, like me, refin'd, 

And bring improvement to thy kind. 
Tuo wretch, the little warbler cry, 

Made up of ignorance, and pride, 

Aſk all the birds, and they'll declare, 

A greater blockhead wings not air. 

Read o'er thyſelf, thy talents ſcan, 

Science was only meant for man. 

No uſeleſs authors me moleſt, 

I mind the duties of my neſt; | 

With careful wing, protect my young, 

And chear their ev'nings with a ſong. 
Tp vs, following nature, and her laws, 

From men, and birds I claim applauſe; 

While, nurs'd in pedantry, and ſloth, 

An Owlis ſcorn'd alike like by both. 
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F A B 8 XIII. 
THESTAG AND THE OXEN. 


Stag ankardont's by the hounds, - 
Forth from his woodland covert bounds, | 
And blind with terror, at th' alarm 
Of death, makes to a neighb'ring farm; 
There ſnug conceals him in ſome ſtraw, ' 
Which in an Orx's ſtall he ſaw. 
© Wretch that thou art (a Bulloek cry'd) 
That com'ſt within this place to hide, 
By truſting man you are undone, 
© And into ſure deſtruQtion run. 
But he with ſuppliant voice replies, 
Do you but wink with both your eyes, 
© 1 ſoon ſhall my occaſions ſhape, 
To make from hence a fair eſcape.” 
The day is ſpent, the night ſucceeds, 
The herdſman comes the cattle feeds, 
But nothing ſees—then to and fro | 
Time after time the ſervants go; 
Yet not a ſoul perceives the caſe. . 
The ſteward paſſes by the place, 
Himſelf no wiſer than the reft— - 
The joyfulStag his thanks addreſsd 
To all the Oxen, that he there 
Had found a refuge in deſpair. 
We with you well (an Ox return'd) 
But for your life are ſtill concern'd, . 
For, if old Argus comes, no doubt, 
* His hundred eyes will find you out. 
D Tip 
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Scarce had the ſpeaker made an end, \ 

When, from the ſupper of a friend, 

The maſter enters at the door, 

Aud (ſeeing that the ſteers were poor 

Of late) advances to the rack. | 

© Why were the fellows hands ſo ſlaek 

eres hardly any ſtraw at all, 

don thoſe cobwebs from the wall. 

oo much labour would it aſk;' 

Walle thus he undertakes the taſk, 

To duſt, and cammage by degrees, 

The Stag's exalted horns he ſees, — 

Then calling all his folks around, 

He lays him breathleſs on the ground, 
Tun maſter (as the tale declares) 

Looks ſharpeſt to his own affairs. 
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FABLE XIIV. 


Taz SNAIL, IAI BUTTERFLY, 4anD 
VIRTUOSQ. 


1 K lefty Pines wich tempel bow, | 
| 5 i When humble ſhrubs ſcarce bend below; 
== Rebellion ſhakes the palace-roof, 
©. Whilſt ſtraw- built co tages are proof; 
Thus glittering: objects ſtand to view, 
Court wonder, praiſc, and danger too, 
Encumber'd with his houſe, a Snail 
CrawPd o'er the ground: He could not fail 
.- Remarking, with an envious eye, + 
A little powder'd Butterfly, 
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Which fann'd with painted wings ths air, 
Lighting on flowers, now here, now there. 
But whilſt from flower to flower he flew, 
Sipping from each the fragrant dew. 

His charms a Virtuoſo ſpies z 

To catch him now with art he tries. 
From leaf to leaf the inſect paſt; 

But, ſtill purſu'd, was caught at laſt. 
On paper, now transfx'd with pins, 
The Virtuoſo views his wings. 

And as he wav'd him to the ſung. © 

Th e Snail ſurvey'd him, and begun: 
Behold the inſect, fine and gay, 

Who ſipp'd the fragrant ſweets of May, 
And, deck'd with ſpots and colours fine, 
Sow'd envy in this heart of mine. 
How juſt and ſudden the reproof! 
Beauty's a fading flower in truth; 

I, unadmir'd by curious eye, 

Can creep unhurt, whilſt beauties die: 

I live- unknown; their ſhorter date 

Is made conſpicuous by their fate. 


— 
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FABLE XIV. 
Tux WILD BOAR AND THE RAM. 


GAINST an elm a ſheep was ty'd, 
The butcher's knife in blood was dy'd; 
The patient flock, in ſilent fright, 
From far beheld-the horrid ſight ; 
A ſavage Boar, who near them ſtood, 
Thus moek'd to ſcorn the ſleecy brood. 
ALL cowards ſhould be ſerv'd like you,. 
See, ſee, your murd'rer is in view; 
With purple hands and reeking knife 
He ſtrips the ſkin yet warm with life : 
Your quarter'd fires, your bleeding dams, 
The dying bleat of harmleſs lambs 
Call for revenge. O ſtupid race! 
The heart that wants revenge is baſe. 
I GRANT, an autient Ram replies, 
Me bear no terror in our eyes, 
Let think us not of ſoul ſo tame, 
Which no repeated wrongs name, 
nſenſible of ev'ry ill, 
LE Becauſe we want thy tuſks to K III. 
Know, thoſe who violence. purſuc 
= Give to themſelves the vengeance due, 
For in theſe maſſacres they. find 
The two chief plagues that waſte mankind. 
Our ſkins ſupply the wrangling bar, 
It wakes their lumb'ring ſons to war, 
And well revenge may reſt contented, __— 
Since drums and parchment were invented. 
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F AB L E XLVE 
TAE PHILOSOPHER any GLOW- 


WORM. 


E toilſome hours of day were ſpent, 

The world ſeem'd wrapt in calm W 
Each anxious care forſook the breaſt, 

Sleep gently clos'd cach eye to reſt: 

Cynthia her brighteſt aſpect wore, 

And heav'n's expanſe was ſtudded Oer, 

A ſage, by meditation drawn, | 

Forſook his cot, and ſought the lawn: 

In contemplation deep, he ſtray'd, 

And nature's dozing charms ſurvey'd; 

On either hand new beauties view'd, 

As he his tranquil walk purſu'd. 

By chance, a Glow-worm in his way, * 
Shone forth his little glitt'ring ray yr 3 
Proudly unfolding ev*ry grace, OT. I. 
As trailing round from place to place, f. 


lllumining the moſs-fring'd plain: 


On other worms he look d diſdain. 

The ſage, with philoſophic eye, y 

Survey'd the wand'rer crawling by: 

Then ſtooping low with gentle hand, ety 1 

High lifts him from the dew fraught Jand, | 
Tux grub (tho' not diſmay'd thro? fear} 

Conſcious he was not in his ſphere, 

 Withdrew his beam of light away, 

To heat what man—-vain man wou'd fay.. 
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The learn'd Philoſopher, amaz d, 

Paus d for ſome time, and anxious gaz d; 
Aſtoniſh'd, that the Wormthav'd die 

So ſoon; then careleſs threw it by: 

But firſt, this application made: | 
EELLEEEEIEEEEEEESESESESSE,D 
This creeping reptile, Io! is dead, | 


„ And with his life, his glory's fled. 


&« So is't with all ambition's race, 
© Who fill up each exalted place, 
Brilliant they ſhine with borrow'd ray, 
© And wanton in the blaze of day, 
« Till fortune's ſecond wheel turns round, 
And leaves them, where they firſt were found.“ 
Tae Glow-worm, with attention heard, 
And weigh'd with prudence ev'ry word, 
Trimm'd bright his little lamp again, 
And ſhone more beauteous o'er the plain. 
Then thus addreſs'd the wond'ring ſage, 
The known philoſ'pher of the age, | 
« Know thou, the happy pow'r to ſhine, 


Is truly man's as well as mine. 


« F know my ſphere: did he the ſame, - 

« He'd tread that path, that leads to fame. 
« Did he in dang'rous times retire, 4 
% And check with care ambition's fire, 


« Like me, he might new luſtre ſpread, 


& And deck with laurels freſh his head. 
But, coxcomb like, be's led aſtray 
To ſhine, and ſhines but for a day.” 
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FABLE XVI. 
T A R O LD LION. 


Lion, whoy while vig'rous ſtrength. re- 
main'd, 
O'er all the beaſts around terrifick reign'd; 
Where'er his fierceneſs urg'd him, raging ſtill; 
His will his law, and cruelty his will: 
Broke down at laſt with the decays of age, ' 
His nervous pow'rs all ſpent, and quench'd 4 
ages 3 
Himſelf too weak to make the weakeſt fear, 
And life's coneluding period drawing near; 
Th' avengers of his paſt deſtructive ſway, 
His barb'rous deeds are haſt'ning te repay. 
Attacks him firſt with his ſharp fangs the boar, 
And in fierce fury tears and wounds him ſore; 
Next to the boar, the bellowing bull ſucceeds; 
Gor'd with his piercing horns, the tyrant bleeds. 
Then the dull aſs Yinflict his vengeance flies, 
And ſpurns th' expiring monarch, as he lies 
| Lab'ring and groaning under all the pains, _ + 
In theſe ſad hours of anguiſh he ſuſtains: ; 
His bitt'reſt anguiſh this, that brought thus low, 
He bears ſuch inſults from fo mean a foe. | 


L Lu x all in pow'r, how pow'r they uſe, reflect, 
And not oppreſs their people, but protect; 
For once that time arriv'd, when pow'r is: loſt, 
* The lawleſs tyrant finds it to his coſt. 
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© That all combine texpreſs their dire diſlike, - 
© And not one hand's ſo mean but haſtes to ſtrike.” 


FABLE XLVII. 
Tus GRUMBLER coRRECTED. 


Grumbler, full of diſcontent, 
His humours thus began to vent: 
© Wretched man of woman born, 
© Plucks no roſe without a thorn; 
© All the joys he ſnatches here, 
© Carry poiſon in their rear: 
© Pleaſure never comes alone, 
© Pain attends, we ſigh, we groan.” 
-A FRIEND who heard each fretful word, 
Struck with complainings ſo abſurd, 
And with his folly much affected, 
The Grumbler ſmartly thus corrected : 
© PEACE! thou gloomy Grumbler, know, 
That nothing's perfect here below ; 
© Yet half the woes which life invade, 
© Are by our own miſconduct made: 
© Bleſs'd with the roſy bloom of health, 
© By fortune crown'd with ftores of wealth: 
What cauſe haſt thou in ſtrains like theſe, 
To cenſure heaven's all-wiſe decrees? 
© The bleſſings in thy pow'r enjoy, 
© Nor ſeek their value to deſtroy. 
« "1s impious, in a clouded ſtate, 
To murmur at the ſtroke of fate; 
© But when we baſk in ſunny days, 
The heart ſhall bound with grateful praiſe; 
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© No longer then, vain man, repine, 
Life's greateſt bleſſings, all are thine: 
© Enjoy them with a thankful mind, 
© And be to Providence reſign'd.“ 
Too often, in a grumbling vein, 
In life we of our lot complain, 
And, in the ſearch of diſcontent, 
Ourſelves ingeniouſly torment: 
Unhappy, truly ſo, are they 
Who fancy's wildeſt flights obey, 
Who fear-ſtruck, frightful phantoms 2 
And at ideal ſcare-crows ſhake. 
W1THOUT a chearful diſpoſition, 
We reliſh life in no condition; 
And with it we can hardly miſs 
(Whatever be our lot) of bliſs 
In every rank, and various ſtation. 
The evils of our own formation 
Are numberleſs, and far exceed 
Thoſe by Omnipotence decreed. 
SOME are by real misfortunes preſfs'd, 
By accidental pains diſtreſs'd, 
Far more the griefs they ſeel create, 
And fink beneath a fancied weight; 
Where one receives ſubſtantial blows, 
A thouſand ſmarts with ſhadowy woes.. 
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Dencthd; N - CH 
FABLE XIIX. 
Tae GENTLEMAN AND Tus RAT. 


S farmers ſeeds in plenty ſow, 73 
Yet don't expect that all will grow; 

When one in four of all the grain 

Thrives, it is deem'd ſufficient gain: 

So gen'rous men, whoſe favours flow 

- Promiſcuouſly on all they know, 

Are not deceiv'd who do not find 

For ev'ry gift a grateful mind. 

(For why ſhou'd human nature yield 

Larger increaſe, than does the field?) 

Yet one, for all th' ungrateful, may, 

Who leaſt had promis'd, amply pay. 

To this the following ſtory's pat, 

Read, and be grateful as the rat. 

A GENTLEMAN's well-furniſh'd board * 

Did meat and drink to all afford; 8 

A chearful mind his table grac'd, £4 ria ded 1 

Which makes a common meal a feaſt. 

The rich within, the craving poor 

He kept, like centries, at his door; 

Theſe bleſs'd him always as he paſs'd; 

Thoſe prais d him, for he ne'er kept faſt. 

Ever concern'd for human weal, 

He heard a kinſman's piteous tale; 

And always thought the caſe was worſe, 

Which empty'd oft the good man's purſe. 

His great benevolence of mind, 
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TD.o human race was not confin di 
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Dogs, horſes, birds, alike his pets, 

Each ſomething of his bounty gets. 

E'en to a Rat he favour ſhow'd, 

"To ſome as odious as a toad: 

To him for bread it often came, 

(For kindneſs can all creatures tame) 

Fearleſs it fed upon his hand, 

Wou'd on his lap or ſhoulder ſtand: 

And mindful of domeſtic brood, 

Sometimes it leap'd away with food. 

It chanc'd one evening as he fat, 

 Muſing alone on this and that; 

But chiefly that th' ungrateful deed 

Is oft return'd, as virtue's meed ; 

Complaining, he himſelf addreſs'd 

And this ſoliloquy expreſs'd:: | 
WHEN freeholders with me wou'd dine, 

1 ne'er refuſe them meat and wine; 

Yet laſt election for the ſhire, 

They voted for an upſtart *ſquire. 

To kinſmen I have favour ſhown, 

1 give to all, am thank d by none: 

My partial bounty they malignn, 

Which ſpent in vice they ſtill repine: 

My wicked ſervants grofsly cheat, 

Altho' their honeſt income's great; 

Whilſt they purloin. within, the poor 

Steal everything without the door; 

Nor is this all; one may, at leaſt, 

Expect ſome virtue from a beaſt ; 

Who, when his ſtomach is at caſe, 

Has nd falſe appetite to pleaſe : 

Laſt night my dogs diſturb'd my ſleep, 

And breaking looſe deſtroy'd my ſheep z 
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My horſes wonted paſture ſcorn; 
O'erleap my fence, and ſpoil my corn; 
'The birds, whom oats and barley cloy, 
Ungratefully my fruit deſtroy : 

Neither in man or beaſt I find 

The ſymptoms of a grateful mind. 

Thus tir'd with thought, he clos'd his eyes, 
Which foon were open'd with ſurprize: 
For by ſome motion of his hand, 
Tho? fleeping, he o'erſet the ſtand, | 
Which held the lamp—The flame ſoon "ry 
And riſing ſmoke now reach'd his head. 
The Rat perceiving future ill, 

By ſomething like prophetic ſkill; 

Or that his ſenſe is more acute 
Than man's, in this below a brute; 
Not as ſelf int'reſt ill directs, 

Itſelf alone from harm protects; 


But grateful to his patron flies, 


Denoting terror by his criesz * 


And kindly tweak d his cheek and 3 
Till wak'ning in a fright he role, 

And fav'd his wealth his murm'ring cent d, 
He ever thank'd the grateful beaſt; 

'Own'd, his benevolence was paid 

In ample meaſure, tho' delay'd: 

And after bore a Rat for creſt, 

Regardleſs of the ſcoffer's jeſt. 
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ABLE 1. 


Tas MALECONTENT nen MED. 


HAT Jove, who ever lives and reigns, 
Whoſe hand the mighty W hole m 


1s One the mightieſt, wiſeſt, beſt, 

In words devoutly all atteſt; 

Yet ſtill our lives our. tongues belie, 

And this eternal truth deny. 
A Can once with plenty bleſt, 


And health, and eaſe, and youth, and reſt, 


Seem'd for life's ev'ry joy defign'd, 
Yet wanted ſtill content of mind; 
He knew not yet that art of arts, 
To taſte the good the Now imparts; 
But fancy wou'd for ever roam 
For bliſs ſhe overlook'd at home: 
He wiſh'd a thouſand uſeleſs things, 


Now figh'd for wool and now for wings; 


But horns at length ingroſs'd his mind, 
For theſe in ſilent woe he pin; dʒ 
But why, for theſe impatient grown? 
Are horns deny'd to thee alone? 
No—but the beaſts of ſmaller fize 
(Beneath their care) the gods deſpiſe; 
But me, ſo graceful, noble, tall, 

Why would not Jove indulge with all— 
He will, if 1 prefer my pray'r, 

For I am heav'n's peculiar care. 
Refolv'd, at length, to Jove he bends, 
And thus th' unhallow'd pray'r aſcends: 
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Oh mighty Jove! with gracious eye, 
My wants regard, thoſe wants ſupply. 
© Behold yon goats, and ſtags, and kine, 
© Thoſe far inferior works ofthine, 
What beauteous arms adorn their brows, 
© Yet Jove to me no arms allows; 
Oh let this gift my head adorn, 
© Be thine the praife, and mine the horn.” 
Tus godhead heard, and from above 
[ Thus ſounds ſevere the voice of love 
1 © Preſumptuous beaſt! thy ſuit forbear, 
| © Enow, all my works my bounty ſhare ; 


j} All that was beſt for thee was thine, 
[| For what ſhould Jove's good - will confine? 


4 But on thy back henceforth ſhall be 
i © A badge of raſh impiety.'— 
He ceas'd, the ſkies around him cloſe, 
| And ſtrait the opprobrious hump aroſe. 
The wretch now own'd he late poſſeſs' d 
What ſuited with his ſtation beſt, 
Yet erring as before, complain'd 15 
That on his back the bunch remain d. 
Since I repent (ſaid he) my pray'r, 
© Sure Jove this puniſhment might ſpare 
With kind concern theſe murmurs heard, 
The reas'ning elephant appear'd ;—— 
© What fool (ſaid he) can think, that Jove 
To puniſh thee forgoes his love? 
« Efſential this ſhall ne'er decay, 
The ſun, of which the world's a ray, 
© Which ſhines and ſhall for ever ſhine, 
All bleſs'd, all bleſſing, all divine. —- 
. Co ux let thy pray'r (I heard it made) 
* Be with impartial judgment weigh'd; 
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If other words the ſenſe impart, 
© This was the language of thy heart: 
Oh Jove! thou either did'ſt not know 
What thou to bleſs me ſhouldſt beſtow ; 
© Or want of goodneſs, or of pow'r, 
« Prevents the bleſſing to this hour; 
© But ſince thou late inform'd by me 


97 


© That horns will with my ſtate agree 


« Be kind for once, and if Jove can, 

Give what I aſk, and mend thy 18— 
Allow this pray'r was vile and vain, 
This ſenſe thy murmurs ſtill contain: 
Did Jove become leſs good or wiſe, 
When late he will'd thy back to riſe? 

* If not, all - wiſe unerring love, 

In all its works we muſt approve 

« Firſt, had you gain'd the boon you ſought, 
Freſh care another wiſh had brought, 
And that fulfill'd, an endleſs train 
Had made thy very Being vain, 

© Except to keep one breaſt on fire, 

With all the pangs of wild deſire; 

But ſtop'd in this career at firſt, 

© With wool and wings and horns uncurſt;. 
Search but within you (till ſhall find 
The bliſs you ſeck in peace of mind. 

* But why thus puniſh'd would you know? 
© Tis not vindictive wrath to ſhow; 

That ſapient love which horns deny'd, 

* Has to thy back that lump apply'd, 
That this might mental temp'rance teach, 
To thoſe my lectures cannot reach; 
This, the whole foreſt ſhall prevent, 
From feeling thy keen diſcontent, 
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© Never for tail ſhall aſk the ape, 
© Or bear the greyhound's ſlender ſhape, 
But truſting heav'n's parental care, 
* Remain contented as they are.” 
ABaSH'D the camel left the place, 
His mind improv'd by this diſgrace, 
And never more at fancy's call 
Inſtructed Jove to rule the ball. 
Ox this plain tale what bleſſings would attend | 
If all who ſee the camel's fault would mend! 
Yet ſtrange indeed - but eminently true 
What's blam'd in others we ourſelves purſue. 
TELL him that Indians, near the Ganges 
ſtream, 5 p 4 . 
A cow's long tail to heav'n a paſſport deem, 


The papiſt laughs inceſſant at the tail, 


Vet ſtill pretends a ſlipper may prevail. 
Where ſlumbers reaſon, in what diſtant ſphere, 
While thus ridiculous her ſons appear? 


But, he who reads this verſe with thoughtful eyes, 


To his own heart the moral thus applies 
© Fond anxious thing! by ſhame to virtue driv'n, 
© Now truſt thy fortune with content to heav'n; 


For this remember the ditecting mind 


© Of all, the happineſs of all deſign'd: 
© Art thou unhappy? vice from thence conclude, 
© Made thine repugnant to the general good; 
For, every bliſs, created minds can know, 
Which in no part implies ſuperior woe, 


© Heav'n gives—or in the whole there could not 


be | 
© Of bliſs, the greateſt poſſible degree 
Pray then for virtue, which can ne er be rain, 


Since but to will more virtue is to gain; 
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© Then ſhall thy genuine joy in concert riſe, 

With that of all below—above the ſkies; 
This joy, no circumſtance in time can ove, 
This, heav'n ſhall AE} e Wer 
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TAE NIGHTINGALE AND - 
GLOW- won, * 


H E prudent nd whoſe dels diſcloſe 
The lilly, and the bluſhing roſe, 2 
From public view her charms will ſcreen, 
And rarely in the croud be ſeen; a 
This fimple truth ſhall keep her wiſe, 
The faireſt fruits attract the flies.” © 


„ons night, a Glow-worm, proud and vain; + 
Contemplating her glitt'ring train, 
Cd, fure there never was in nature 


90 elegant, ſo fine a creature. 
All other inſects, that I ſee, IBM = 
The frugal ant, induſtrious be, 21 
Or ſilk-worm, with contempt I view; n | 
With all that low, mechanic crew © 
Of creatures, who their lives employ 
In buſineſs, enemy to joy. if 

t Mean, vulgar herd! ye are my ſeorn, 
For grandeur only I was born, 

Or ſure am ſprung from race divine, 
And plac'd on earth, to live and ſhine. 
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Thboſe lights, that ſparkle fo on high, 
Are but the Glow- worms of the ſky, 

And kings on earth their gems admire, 
Becauſe they imitate my fire. 
SHE ſpoke. Attentive on a ſpray, 
A Nightingale forebore his lay; 
He ſaw the ſhining morſel near, 
And flew directed by the glare; 

A while he gazed with ſober look, 
And thus the trembling prey beſpoke. 
DEL v dED fool, with pride elate, 
Know, tis thy beauty brings thy fate; 

Lefs dazling, long thou might'ſt have lain 
Unheeded, on the velvet plain; 

Pride, foon or late, degraded mourns, 
And beauty wrecks whom ſhe adorns. 
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F A B L E LVL 
TAE SICK MAN AN D Tae ANGEL. 


S there no hope? the Sick Man ſaid, 
The filent doctor ſhook his head, 
And took his leave, with ſigns of ſorrow, 
Deſpairing of his fee to-morrow. : 
Wren thus the man with gaſping breath; 
I feel the chilling wound of death. 
Since I muſt bid the world adicu; 
Let me my former life review. | 
I grant, my bargains were well made, 
But all men over-reach in trade; 
Tis ſelf-defence in each profeſſion : 
Sure ſelf-defence is no tranſgr eſſion. 
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The little portion in my hands, 

By good ſecurity on lands, 

Is well increas d. If unawares, 

My juſtice to myſelf and heirs, 

Hath let my debtor rot in jail, 

For want. of good ſufficient bail; 

If I by writ, or bond, or deed, 

Reduc'd a family to need, | 

My will hath made the world amends; 
My hope on charity depends. 

When I am number'd with the dead, 
And all my pious gifts are read, 

By heav'n and earth *twill then be known, 
My charities were amply ſhown. 

An Angel came. Ah friend, he cry'd, 
No more in flatt'ring hope- confide, 

Can thy good deeds in former times 
Outweigh the balance of thy crimes? 
What widow or what orphan prays 

To crown thy life with length of days? 
A pious aCtion's in thy pow'r, 
Embrace with joy the happy hour; 

Now, while you draw the vital air, 
Prove your intention is fincere : 

This inſtant give a hundred pound; 
Your neighbours want, and you abound. 

Bu r why ſuch haſte, the Sick Man whines, 
Who knows as yet what heav'n deſigns? 
Perhaps I may recover ſtill, - 

That ſum and more are in my will. 
Fogs; fays the viſion, now tis plain, 
Louf life, your ſoul, your heav'n, was gain 
From every fide, with all your might, % 
Tou mw d, and ferap'd beyond your right, 9 
E 3 
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And after death would fain atone, 
By giving what is not your own. 


WaHiLE there is life, there's hope, he cry'd; 
Then why ſuch haſte ? fo groan'd and dy'd, 


FABLE IL 


Tus PANTHER, rA HORSE, axDd 


OTHER BEASTS. 


HE man, who ſceks to win the fair, 
(So cuſtom ſays) muſt truth forbear; 

M uſt fawn and-flatter, cringe and lie, 
And raiſe the goddeſs to the ſky. 
For truth is hateful to her car, 
A rudeneſs, which ſhe cannot bear. | 
A rudeneſs ? Yes. I ſpeak my thoughts; 
For truth upbraids her with her faults. 

How wretched, Cloe, then am I, 
Who love you, and yet cannot lie! 
And ſtill to make you leſs my friend, 
IT ſtrive your errors to amend ! 
But ſhall the ſenſeleſs fop impart 
The ſofteſt paſſion to your heart, 
While he, who tells you honeſt truth, 
And points to happineſs your youth, 
Determines, by his care, his lot, 
And lives neglected, and forgot? 

Tausr me, my dear, with greater eaſe - 
Your taſte for flatt'cy I could pleaſe, 
And fimiles in each dull line, 


* 
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Like glow-worms in the dark, ſhould ſhine, | 
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What if I ſay your lips diſcloſe 

The freſhneſs of the op'ning roſe? - 
Or that your cheeks are beds of flowers, 
Fnripen'd by refreſhing ſhowers ? 

Yet certain as theſe flowers ſhall fade, 
Time every beauty will invade. , 
The butterfly, of various hue, 

More than the flower reſembles you ; 
Fair, flutt'ring, fickle, buſy thing, 

To pleaſure ever on the wing, 

Gayly coquetting for an hour, 

To die, and ne'er be thought of more. 

WovLD you the bloom ef yduth ſhould laſt? 
Tis virtue that muſt bind it ſaſt * | 
An eaſy carriage, wholly free 2 
From four reſerve, or levity 
Good-natur'd mirth, an open heart, 

And looks unskilPd in any art; 

. Humility, enough to own 

'The frailties, which a friend makes known, 
And decent pride, enough to know 

The worth, that virtue can beſtow. 

THESE are the charms, which ne'er an 
Though youth, and beauty fade away 
And time, which all things elſe removes, 
Still heightens virtue, and improves. 

 You'LL frown, and ask to what intent 
This blunt addreſs to you is ſent ? 

I'll ſpare the queſtion, and confeſs 
I'd praiſe you, if I lov'd you leſs; 
But rail, be angry, or complain, 

I will be rude while you are vain. 

BENEATH a lion's peaceful reign, | 
When 1 80 met friendly on the plain, 

| E 4 
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A Panther, of majeſtic port, 
(The vaineſt female of the court) 
With ſpotted skin, and eyes of fire, 
FilFd every boſom with defire. 


Where cer ſhe mov'd, a ſervile crowd 


Of fawning creatures cring'd and bow'd : 
Aſſemblies every week ſhe held, 

(Like modern belles) with coxcombs fill'd, 
Where noiſe, and nonſenſe, and grimace, 
And lies and ſcandal fill'd the place. 

Be noLD the gay, fantaſtic thing, 
Encircled by the ſpacious ring. 
Low-bowing, with important look, 

As firſt in rank, the Monkey ſpoke. 

Gad take me, madam, but I ſwear, 

© No angel ever look'd ſo fair: 

« Forgive my rudeneſs, but I vow, 

«« ' You were not quite divine till now; 

% Thoſe limbs! that ſhape! and then thoſe eyes! 
* O! cloſe them, or the gazer dies!” 

Nay, gentle pug, for goodneſs huſh, 
I row, and ſwcar, you make me bluſh ; 
I ſhall! be angry at this rate; 

Tis ſo like flatt'ry, which I hate. 

Tux Fox, in deeper cunning vers'd, 
The beauties of her mind rehears'd, 

And talk'd of knowledge, taſte, and ſenſe, 
o which the fair have vaſt pretence 
Yet well he knew them always vain 


Ot what they ſtrive not to attain, - 


And play'd ſo cunning}y his part, 
That pug was rival'd in his art. 
Tat Goat avow'd his am'rous flame, 


And burnt—for what be durſt not names 


* 
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Yet hop'd a meeting in the wood 
Might make his meaning underſtood. 
Half angry at the bold addreſs, 
She frown'd; but yet ſhe muſt confeſs, 
Such beauties might inflame his blood, 
But ſtill his phraſe was ſomewhat rude. 
Tat Hog her neatneſs much admir'd; 
The formal Aſs her ſwiftneſs fir'd; 
While all to feed her folly ſtrove, 
And by their praiſes ſhar'd her love. 
Tus Horſe, whoſe ger'rous heart diſdain'd 
Applauſe, by fervile flatt'ry gain'd, 
With graceful courage, filence broke, 
And thus with indignation ſpoke. 
Waen flatt'ring Monkeys fawn, and prate, 
They july raiſe contempt, or hate; 
For merit's turn'd to ridicule, 
Applauded by the grinning fool. 
The artful Fox your wit commends, 
To lure you to his ſelfiſh ends; 
From the vile flat'rer then away, | 
For knaves make friendſhips to betray.. 
Diſmiſs the train of fops, and fools, 
And learn to live by wiſdom's rules; 
Such beauties might the lion warm, 
Did not your folly break the charm, 
For who would court that lovely ſhape, © 
To be the rival of an ape? 
He faid; and ſnorting in diſdain, 
Spurn'd at the eroud, and ſought the plain. 


E 5 


105 


106 COLLECTION OF. 


Tas Two EMMETT S. 


HERE art or pow'r can prevail 
On ev'ry round in nature's ſcale, 
There tyrants iron ſceptres ſway, 

The weak and ignorant obey : 
Hard fate of ſublunary things! 
From vileſt reptiles up to kings. 
To man with higher pow'rs indu'd, 
An ant may bear ſimilitude: 

The following tale attend, you'll ſec 
How a- propos the ſimile. 


To ſport himſelf, and kill an idle hour, 
An Emmet fam'd ſor learning, wealth and pow'r, 
Would lay ſometimes bis uſual ſtate aſide, 
(Or rather dreſs in humbler guiſe his pride) 
Seem equal with the meaneſt piſmire clown, 
And prove the ruſtic's-parts, and ſhew his own, 
It chanc'd on one of cancer's fiery days, 
When ſcarce oblique, fol darts meridian rays, 
Beneath a leaf of plantain's ample ſhade, | 
The mighty ſubject of my tale was laid: ; 
A porter inſect lab'ring in the heat 
He ſaw, and beckon'd to his cool retreat. 
Come, friend, faid he, refreſh yourſelf a while, 
The live-long day's too many hours to toil; 
The humble creature bleſt his ſtars to find 
An ant, of rank ſuperior, ſo kind. 
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The don by various queries ſought to know, 
Why this, why that, and t'other thing was fo. 
The flave's ſolutions pleas'd to many paſt; 
But ah! one fatal query came at laſt: 
„When you approach the ſacred grove, 
To pay acknowledgments to. Jove ; 
„ Say, wou'd it, think you, pleaſe him beſt, ) 
« Tf north, if ſouth, if caſt or welt, 8 
© Your praiſes were to him addreſs'd?” 
He ſaid, for decency and order's fake, | 
I always choſe the common way to take; 
Confeſs his wondrous goodneſs, wiſdom, pow'r, 
And proſtrate towards the riſing ſun adore 
Eternal Jove, the univerſal lord, 
Alike thro? all the world to be ador'd: 
Extenſive as his influence his care, 
Regards alike his creatures every where: 
To his inſpection all things naked be; | 
What's mode, or point, or place, O Jove, to thee! 
Thou wilt, if humble thoughts inſpire my mind, 15 
My ſoul to practice all thy laws inclin'd, £ 
As thou art wiſe, and juſt, and good be kind. 
He ſaid, The other red ning bigh, confeſs d 
The flaming ardour kindling in his bicaſt; 
Which, buriting forth, the CY words ex- 
preſs'd: 
Does your conſummate wikdom n 
The rules and orders firſt receiv'd from Jove ? 
Convey'd, unerring, down from days of old, 
Revolving ſuns, a thouſand, thouſand told. 
Can reas'ning overthrow plain evidence? 
Shall laws divine ſubmit to mortal ſenſe ? 
Nay, no reply, as you your ſafety prize, - 
Let ſilence cover your abſurdities: 
E 6 
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Purſue the good old path our father's trod; 
Who dares diſpute his laws, blaſphemes his God, 
This once for all, farewel; but henceforth know, 
Whene'er we meet, you'll ſurely meet a foe. 
The ſlave oblig'd in ſilence to withdraw, 

Too late the danger of his freedom ſaw; 
And ſighing, heavens! is it thus, ſaid he, 
Twixt ants of high, and ants of low degree? 
Can one aſſuming fellow-emmet's frown, 
Confute another's notions? prove his own ? 
Does truth from wealth and power always riſe? 
Infallible are all the great and wiſe? 
Did Jove ordain my reas'ning powers low, 
Becauſe he'd make my circumſtances fo? 
Does gaudy pomp beſpeak regard divine, 
Beſtow'd but where ſuperior favours ſhine? 
Concluſions falſe they draw, who judge by ſenſe 
The wiſe, thro? ſecret ways of providence; 
For ſome are curs'd in ſtate, ſome bleſs'd in 
; indigence. ä 

Where's then the odds, the mighty difFrence tell, 
By which the high, the humble ants excel? 
Alike created, and preſerv'd by Jove; 

Alike the objects of his care and love: 

In cells alike our ſhapeleſs embrio's lay, 

Fer power ſuffic'd to crawl and ſee the day: 
'The fame our ſubſtance, and our form the ſame, 
When fit from dark obſcurity we came. 
Alike, when cruſh'd beneath an heedleſs tread, 
All ranks of ants lay undiſtinguiſh'd dead. 
When awful Jove's tremendous thunders roar, 
And ſudden torrents from the heavens pour; - 
When common ruin ſweeps the delug'd plain, 
In equal death behold the mingled lain. 
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Why did I tremble at the menace? why? ? 

Since Jove beholds us with an equal eye: 

Ten thouſand different forms of creed, we ſind, 

Divide the judgments of the emmet kind; 

Each think what they embrace the only true; 

Tho' all may err, none think they ever do: 

While my perceptions govern my aſſent, 

Tho' I miſtake, Pm ſurely innocent. 

Before th' impartial bar, when all appear, 

Who's right, who's wrong, 'cwill be Cetermin'd 
there : 

Till then forbear to cenſure things which lie 

Within the ken of none but Deity 

Curb then your tow'ring vanity, and know 

We equal were, and muſt beſhortly ſo. 

In vain you count your birth, your wit, your ſtore; 

An emmet crowns your boaſt, and you can add 
no more. 
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F A B L E LV. 
TE TURKEY ANY THE ANT. 


N other men we faults can ſpy, 
And blame the mote that dims their exe, 


Each little ſpeck and blemiſh 8 
To our own ſtronger errors blind. 


A TuRKXKEey, tir'd of common food, 
Forſook the barn and ſought the wood, 
Behind her ran her infant train, 

Collecting here and there a grain. 

Dxraw near, my birds, the mother cries, 

This hill delicicus fare ſupplies; 
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Behold, the buſy Negro race 
See, millions blacken all the. place; 
Fear not. Like me with freedom eat; 
An ant is molt delightful meat. 
How hleſt, how envy'd were our life, 


Could we but 'fcape the poult'rer's knife! 


But man, curſt man on turkeys preys 
And Chriſtmas ſhortens all our days, 
Sometimes with oiſters we combine, 
Sometime? aſſiſt the ſay'ry chine. 
From the low peaſant to the lord, 
The turkey ſmoaks on ev'ry board. 
Sure men ſor gluttony are curſt, 

Of the ſev'n deadly fins the worſt. 


An Ant, who climb'd beyond his reach, 
Thus anſwer'd from the neighb'ring beech, 


Ere you remark another's fin, 

Bid thy own conſcience look within, 
Control thy more voracious bill, 
Nar for a. breakfaſt nations kill, 


——— 
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Y waking dreams are beft conceal'd, 


Much folly, little good they yield, 
But now and then I gain, when ſleeping, 
A friendly hint that's worth the keeping. 
Lately I dreamt of one that cry'd, 
© Beware of ſelf, beware of pride; 
When you are prone to build a Babel, 
* Recal to mind this little fable.” 
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Oxce on a time a paper Kite 2 

Was mounted to a wondrous height. 
Where giddy with its elevation, 
It thus expreſs'd ſelf admiration. 
See how yon crouds of gazing people 
Admire my flight above the ſteeple; 
How would they wonder if they knew 
All that a Kite like me can do! 
Was I but free, I'd take a flight, 
And pierce the clouds beyond their fight: 
But ah! like a paor pris'ner bound, * | 
My ſtring confines me near the ground : | 
I'd brave the eagle's tow'ring wing 
Might I but fly without a ſtring; 
It tugg'd and pull'd while thus it ſpoke, 
Do break the ſtring, —at laſt it broke. 
Depriv'd at once of all its ſtay, 
In vain it try'd to ſoar away. 
Unable its own weight to bear, 
It flutter'd downward through the air. 
Unable its own courſe to guide, 
The winds ſoon plung'd it in the tide. 
Ab! fooliſh Kite! thou hadſt no wing, 
How could'ſt thou fly without a ſtring ? 
My heart reply'd, O Lord I fee 
How much this Kite reſembles me: 
Forgetful, that by thee 1 ſtand 
Impatient of thy ruling hand: 
How oft Pve wiſh'd to break the lines 
Thy wiſdom for my lot aſſigns ! 
How oft indulg'd a vain defire 
For ſomething more, or ſomething higher! 
And but for grace and love divine, 


A fall thus dreadful had been mane. 
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Rake, by every paſhon rul'd, 

With every vice his youth had cool'd, 
Diſeaſe his tainted blood aſſails, 
His ſpirits droop, his vigour fails, 
With ſecret ills at home he pines, 
And, like infirm old age, declines. 

As, twing'd with pain, he penſive fits, 
And raves, and prays, and ſwears by fits, 
A ghaſtly phantom, lean and wan, 
Before him roſe, and thus began. 

My name, perhaps, hath reach'd your ear; 

Attend, and be advis'd by care. 
Nor love, nor honour, wealth nor pow'r, 
Can give the heart a chearful hour, 
Whg health is loſt. Be timely wiſe: 

With health all taſte of pleaſure flies. 

Tavs ſaid, the phantom diſappears, 
The wary counſel wak'd his fears; 
He now from all exceſs abſtains, 
With phy ſic purifies his veins; 
And, to procure a ſober life, 
Reſolves to venture on a wife. _ 

Bo r now again the ſpright aſcends, 
Where-e'er he walks his car attends, 
Infinuates that beauty's frail, 

That perſeverance muſt prevail, ] 
With jealoufies his brain inflames, | 4 ] 
And whiſpers all her lovers names; 
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In other hours the repreſerits 
His houſhold. charge, his annual rents, 
Increaſing debts, perplexing duns, 
And nothing for his younger ſons. 
STRAIGHT all his thought to gain he turns, 
And with the thirſt of lucre burns; 
But when poſſeſs'd of fortune's ſtore, 
The ſpectre haunts him more and more, 
Sets want and miſery in view, ] | 
Bold thieves and all the murd'ring crew, 
Alarms him with eternal frights, 
Infeſts his dream, os wakes his nights. 
How ſhall he chaſe this hideous gueſt! 
Power may perhaps protect his reſt; 
To power he roſe. Again the ſpright 
Beſets him morning, noon, and night, 
Talks of ambition's tott'ring ſeat, 
How envy perſecutes the great, 
Of rival hate, of treach'rous friends, 
And what diſgrace his fall attends. 
Tas court he quits to fly from Care, 
And ſeeks the peace of rural air; 
His groves, his fields, amus'd his hours, 
He prun'd his trees, he rais'd his flowers 
But Care again his ſteps purſues, | 
Warns him of blaſts, of blighting dews, N 
Of plund'ring inſects, ſnails, and rains, 2 
And droughts that ſtarve the labour'd plains. 
Abroad, at home, the ſpectre's there. ** 
In vain we ſeek to fly from Care. 71 
Ar length he thus the ghoſt OE: 
Since thou mult be my conſtant gueſt, 
Be kind, and follow me no more 
For Care, by right, ſhould go before. 
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FABLE LVIII. 
TRR EAGLE AND THE DOVE. 


APLY there met the other day, 
As through the heav'ns they wing'd their 
way, ? | di | 

The martial Eagle, bird of Jore, 
And emblematic peaceful Dove. 
The Dove, tranſported at the ſight, 
Stopp'd ſudden her impetuous flight; 
And thus, in meek and modeſt words, ; 
Humbly addreſs'd the king of birds: 
q © Datap Sire! to whom Heav'n has aſſign'd 
The empire o'er the feather'd kind, 

© Oh! pardon that officious zeal 

© Which dares thy precious moments ſteal; 

© Since kind occaſion bids impart | 

What duty dictates to my heart: 

© But ſay, which ſhall I moſt admire, 

That ſtrength, activity, and fire, 

Which, when you ſtrike the vengeful blow, 

© Pours like Jove's lightning on the foe? 

© Or like a ſov'reign wiſe and juſt, 

© That true to your deputed truſt, 
Lou nobly uſe your power to bleſs, : 

e 


© Injurious grievance to redreſs, 

© And reſcue undeſerv'd diſtreſs ? | 
© For while the guardian Eagle reigns, 
© Jultice her even ſcale maintains; WH SI 
© Through thee ſecure the harmleſs Dore 

* Can tend her young, or woo her love; 
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© Or elſe, when fraud or force afſail, 
© Dove-like fimplicity muſt fail; 
© But now no ray'ning hawk or kite 
© Dare violate her peace or right. 
© To cutb the proud, th' oppreſſed free, 
© 'Theſe are thy acts, and worthy thee” 

To vcn'p with an honeſt conſcious pride, 
The princely Eagle thus reply'd : F, 
Dear Dove! I take in goodly part 
This duteous tribute of thy heart; 
© But ſtill methinks, good bird, I fee 
© More amiable charms in thee; 
© Thoſe graces of a ſofter kind, 
© The tender, delicate, refin'd; 

« Simplicity that knows no art, 

© And ſcorns the double dealing part; 

That dares before the prince appear 
© As void of guilt, ſo void of fear; 
The ſocial virtues all are thine, 

© Parental, conjugal, combine, 

© And with redoubled luſtre ſhine; 

© Not Slander's ſelf dare tax the Dove 
© With breach of matrimonial love; 

© Free from domeſtic brawl or ſtrife, 

© The wedded couple paſs their life: 

© How ſweetly ſteal the hours away, 
© In love the night—in peace the day! 
© 'Theſe are the virtues of thy race. 
On mine they would reflect a grace: 
Mine pour a blaze upon the ſight, _ 
Strong as the flaming fount of light; 
* Thine meeken'd radiance diſplay, - 

* Serene as Cynthia's ſilver rap. . 
* Oh! could I ever bope to find 

In one our various virtues join d 
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© To none, as yet, impartial Heaven 

© Such various excellence has given. 

© 'This equal Nature's law denies, 

© But Hymen that defect ſupplies : 

* Know then, fince tis my higheſt pride 
To ſo much worth to be ally'd, 

© By thy conſent, and Hymen's aid, 
This wilh'd alliance may be made.” 

H ceas'd—then thus the Dove expreſt 
The warmth that glow'd within her breaſt: 
The praiſe my ſovereign beſtows, 

* How ſweet into my ear it flows! 

© Sweeter than linnet's warbling throat, 
Or Philomela's ſweeteſt note. 

© Her own reward though Virtue pays, 
She joys to hear the virtuous praiſe; 
Since then you condeſcend t' approve 
The humble virtues of the Dove, 

And ſeem to think it no difgrace 

© To form alliance with our race, 
© I have a daughter good as fair, 
© Only not worthy of thy heir.” 

© EnovGH (the generous prince replies) 
© T have a ſon as brave as wiſe, 
© For him I claim the lovely prize. 
© Each of the other's worth poſſeſt, 
© Thus both will be compleatly bleſt; 
© He form'd for ſuccour and defence, 
© She bliſs and pleaſure to diſpenſe; 
© While he, to quell the factious jar, 
© Rages the thunderbolt of war; 

She, only foe to wrath and ſtrife, 
© Chears, ſoot hs, and ſoftens ſocial liſe.” 
Hence are each others wants ſupply'd; 


Hail! happy bridegroom, bappy bride! 
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© Thus round yon oak (whoſe fires have hood 

© Perpetual monarchs of the wood, 

Which now at Gallia's hoſtile ſhore 

Bid their Britannia's thunder roar) 

© The tender amorous woodbine throws 

Her curling arms, and ſhoots and grows; 

_ © By vigour not her own ſhe thrives; 

© But, for the ſuccour ſhe derives, 

© Returns ambroſial perfume, 

And decks her ſpouſe with beauty's bloom.” 
Tur part, each haſting to prepare 

For future bliſs th? eſpouſed pair; 

The feather'd tribe, all blith and gay, 

Attend to grace the nuptial day; 

And all with general voice declare, 

When great and good, when brave and fair, 

In Hymeneal union meet, 

"That union happily complete. 


XOXLHDEDEODEDEOEOEGXS 
FABLE IX. 


Tux OLD HEN An Dp Tus COCK. * 


ESTRAIN your child: you'll ſoon believe 


The text, which ſays, we ſprung from Eve. 
As an old Hen led forth her train, 
And ſeem'd to peck to ſhew the grain; | 
She rak'd the chaff, ſhe ſcratch'd the ground, 
And glean'd the ſpacious yard around. 
A giddy chick, to try her wings, 
On the well's narrow margin ſprings, 
And prone ſhe drops. The mother's breaſt 
All day with ſorrow was poſſeſt. 
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118 COLLEBCTION OF 
A Cock ſhe met; her ſon ſhe knew; 
And in her heart affection grew. | 
© My ſon (ſays ſhe) I grant your years 
* Have reach'd beyond a mother's cares; 
© I ſee you vig'rous, ſtrong, and bold, 
I hear with joy your triumphs told; 
© *Tis not from cocks thy fate I dread: 
© But let thy ever-wary tread 
Avoid yon well; that fatal place 
Is ſure perdition to our race. 
© Print this my counſel on thy breaſt : 
© To the juſt gods I leave the reſt.” 
Ht thank'd her care; yet day by day 
His boſom burn'd to diſobey, 
And every time the well he ſaw, 
Seorn'd in his heart the fooliſh lav; 
Near and more near each day he drew, 
And long'd to try the dang'rous view. 
Wu was this idle charge? (he cries:) 
© Let coutage female fears deſpiſe. 
© Or did ſhe doubt my heart was brave, 
© And therefore this injunction gave? 
© Or does her harveſt ſtore the place, 
© A treaſure for her younger race? 
And would ſhe thus my ſearch prevent? 
© I ſtand reſolv'd, and dare th' event.” 
Trxvs ſaid. He mounts the margin's wand 
And pries into the depth profound. 
He ſtretch'd has neck; and from below 
With ſtretching neck advanc'd a foe; 
With wrath his ruffled plumes he rears, 
The foe with ruffled plumes appears; 
Threat anſwer'd threat, his fury grew, 
Headlong to meet the war he flew; 
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But when the watry death he found, 
He thus lamented, as he drown'd. 

© 1I NE*'ER had been in this condition 
© But for my mother's prohibition,” 
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F A B L E IX. 


Tur RIVAL ROSES, D THE 1 
EVERCRIEENJ. 1 


HOUGH faithleſs men' deny the creed, 
By fabuliſts it is agreed, vill 


That birds and beaſts in days of yore, 6265 b 
(Or ſince the flood or elſe before) | I 
Had intellectual paiſions, powers, and 1 
A life and language ſuch as ours: es 3 
Dan Aſop plann'd. his pretty page, 1 
Aright to curb a crooked age; 33 
Conſounded by à moral fiction = 
The heart, grown callous to conviction. 1 
Hence Ovid cloak'd hie poignant pleas, | 
In myſtic metamorphoſes. *.. 
Hon honeſt truth defies offence, | 8] 3 
And ſtinging ſatire ſooths the ſenſe. | _ 1 
Thus trees can talk without romance, SEAS | 1 

And foreſts jig a country dance; ES 
The lame can leaps the blind can ſee, BE, 1 

The dead debate, the dumb deere. 
For chattering daws no meanings mar, | LY 1 
Conſult the pulpit and the bar, , | 1 
And let the martial camp conſeſs, | 2 1 
Her lambkins in the lion's dreſs, A1 We 
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In every claſs of folly's clan | - 
Mark monkeys imitating man. 
'That wolves a treacherous tale have told, 
That bathe in blood, and fleece the fold; 
'That canting foxes preaching peace, 
In pious ſtrain have butchered geeſe, 
To prove, is not the bard's intent, 
The world, the world's his argument. 
WrII thus it was when ſhruband tree, 
My dears, could talk like you and me, 
Two rival Roſes chanc'd to ſhare 
Apartments in the ſame parterre; 
A damaſk this, and that as pale 
As languid lilly of the vale; 
Each triumph'd in her own complexion, 
The certain ſtandard of perfection ; 
So thus with mutual pride elate 
[Began the modiſh tete -· à tẽte; 
Politely firſt the bluſhing belle. 
„ Goop-MORROW, Miſs, I hope you're well; 

Indeed, my dear, you look ſo fair, 
So ſprightly and ſo debonnair! 
Thoſe dewy drops have done you good: 
I muſt confeſs I thought they wou'd, 
Have patience, and a month or ſo 
May give your cheeks a perfect glow, 
„In ſpite of morning diſhabille, 
' I plainly can perceive it will. 
Well, health muſt be allow'd a bleſſing, 

Adieu, I'Il now prepare for dreſſing.” 

Tux glancing on the watry vaſe, 

, frightful, what a florid face! 

This deep vermillion looks ſo queer, 

Nay, don't you think it does, my dear ? 
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I vow I'll tell you all my faults, 

As friends may know each others thoughts: 

This morn, as bathing rather ſoon, 

(You know my maxim, May and June) 

A bee within my boſom flew, 

Then humm'd a tune and ſipp'd the dew, 

Indeed he took me unawares, 

But bees are grown as impudent as bears; 
Mamma, fays I, ſhall hear of this, 

He humm'd his tune, and ſnatch'd a kiſs, 

Then breath'd the ſofteſt ſweercit things! 

I won't believe that bees have ſtings: 

Compar'd me to the crimſon dye, 

Aurora's pencils in the ſky; 

Arabia's ſweets he own'd divine, 

But ſwore they're not ſo ſweet as mine, 

And talK'd ſo perfectly polite, 

That I forgave him, ——wellI might. 

Well, who d'ye think by chance came by; 

That coxcomb, Billy Butterfly; 

50 in the buſy being flew, 

With, ſervant, Miſs, and how d'ye do? 

And ſpoke in ſuch a comic ſtile, 

I'm ſure would make a-Cynic ſmile, 

Could ev'ry love-fick ſonnet quote, 

Had melting madrigals by rote, 

Witneſs, he cry'd immortal pow'rs, 

My love's the fairy queen of flow'rs. 

Bear witneſs, warbling virgins nine, 

She's angel, goddeſs, all divine. 

Aſfirm'd my name had poems grac'd, 

(You know, my dear, his heav'nly taſte, ) 

Where hearts and darts in ſweet ſublime, - 

And loves and doves in ſtanza's chime; * 
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The jealous zephyrs beſt can ſay 
How ſweetly tripp'd the time away. 
But ſure the rude bewitching creatures 
Have fadly diſcompos'd my features.” 
AGA1X the fountain fed her pride; 
And thus the peeviſh fair reply'd. 
Sure, Miſs, your cheek may boaſt a ſame 
As ruddy as a ruſtic dame, 
A glow, we grant, will ſhed a grace 
O'er all the elegance of face, 
Nay lend a luſtre to the whole, 
Though wanting ſymmetry and ſoul. 
Don't think I would infer=— indeed” —— 
Nay, pritbee now, my love, proceed. 
« On, no, it muſt, it is allow'd, 
(But praiſe, perhaps, will make you proud) 
Were not your leaves in the decline, 
Your features are exceeding fine. 
And then the period of diſcretion 
Is ſuch a gem in your poſſeſſton 
Experience every aid ſupplies, 
'To make the venerable wiſe: 
Aud who but wiſdom can diſpenſe 
That brilliant ſhare of confidence, 
That pours inſtruction like a tide 
On me, and every Roſe beſide; 
But yet you muſt allow, my dear, 
Your ridicule is too ſevere; 
I find you're witneſs to my flame, 
As every ſyllable's the ſame. 
I heard, at leaſt an hour ago, 
From Bee and Butterfly, you know; 
But though ſuch follies can't engage 
A lady of your riper age, 
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Reflect, and moralize you may, 
But youth muſt have its giddy day.” 
«I LISTEN, Ma'am upon my word! 

"Tis moſt egregiouſly abſurd, 

(Retorts the damaſk Roſe) to jeſt- 

At truths, ſo glaringly confeſt. 

You've doubtleſs heard, I do ſuppoſe, 

What every breeze and zephyr knows, 

That Bee, on matrimony bent, 

Has aſk'd, in form, Mamma's conſent; 

So Flora fix'd the day and dow'r, 

And yonder jeſs'mine of the bower, 

(Convinc'd the parties were agreed) 

Has witneſs'd to the marriage deed.” 

« On! doubtleſs, Ma'am, you need not fear, 

But that the deed is known, my dear; 

Your pretty ſpark, in ſtatu quo, 

Inform'd me half an hour ago, 

Long fince I've heard what envy ſaith, 

But Heav'n forbid too forward faith, 

And let the fiend detraCtion prate, 

Your manners are immaculate; 

But ſtill you're too ſecure by half, 

Indeed, my love, you make me laugh; 
Why, all the bloſſoms of the boughs 

Have witneſs'd to his ardent vows, 

Can prove no proteſtation ſlips, 

The honied language of his lips, 

The elocution of his eyes, 

The heart-felt anguiſh of his fighs; 

Nay more, his oaths-of conſtant love 

Are regiſter'd in heav'n above: 

I'm ſorry, Miſs, ſo pure a flame, 

Alas! can boaſt no better claim; 
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But time will heal (you're quite in faſhion) 


The pangs of diſappointed paſſion.” 


" THERE grew, contiguous to the ſcene, 


A venerable Evergreen, 

Who oft had bray'd the wintry ſtorm, 
And till preſerv'd her vernal form: 
The precept lean'd to pity's fide, 

And thus the grave rebuke applied: 

« Say, why, conceited giddy things, 
Say, whence this emulation ſprings ? 
Why boaſt of beauty, fairy flow'r, 
'The flattering phantom of an hour ? 
Is that a baſe for ſolid joy, 

A froſt may blight, a worm deſtroy ? 
Why glory in your different dyes, 

Ye dupes of bees and butterflies ? 
Thoſe fluttering inſets of a day, 
Who ſteal your ſweets, and then betray, 
At large the gay deceivers rove, 
Thro' garden, orchard, field and grove, 
Will take my oath, I've ſeen em ſettle 
On yonder filthy ſtinging nettle; 

Still ridicule each abſent fair, 

Still love, and laugh, and lie and ſwear. 
Obdſerve how plain my dreſs appears, 
As ſuits the ſanctity of years. 1 
My branches boaſt no beauteous bloom, 
No frankincenſe, no ſweet perfume, 
No balmy gales my preſence greet, 
No graces in my perſon meet. 

My ear to flattery never bow'd, 

No coxcombs at my levee croud; 
What think ye then that I repiac? 

A prouder privilege is mine; 

Your charms a little month appear, 
Aline triumph o'er the varied year. , 
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Pinks, roſes, tulips, all attend, 

And learn this leſſon from a friend. 

Tho? death ſhall ſhut each painted ſcene, 

'That virtue is an Evergreen.” 


SN ee eee e, ee, 
FABLE LII. 
Taz POET ARD ris PATRON. 
HY, Czlia, is your ſpreading waiſt 

\ So looſe, ſo negligently lac'd ? 

Why muſt the wrapping bed-gown hide 

Your ſnowy boſom's ſwelling pride? 

How ill that dreſs adorns your head, 

Diſtain'd, and rumpled from the bed! 

Thoſe clouds, that ſhade your blooming face, 1 

A little water might diſplace, a 

As nature every morn beſtows 

The chryſtal dew, to cleanſe the roſe. 

Thoſe treſſes, as the raven black, 5 

That way'd in ringlets down your back, 

Uncomb'd, and injur'd by neglect, 

Deſtroy the face, which once they deck'd. 
WHENCE this forgetfulneſs of dreſs? 

Pray, Madam, are you marry'd?; Yes. 

Nay, then indeed the wonder ceaſes, 

No matter now how looſe your dreſs is; 

The end is won, your fortune's made, 

Your fiſter now may take the trade. 
ALas! what pity tis to find 

This fault in balf the female kind ! 

From hence proceed averſion, ſtrife, 


And all that ſours the wedded life. 
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Beauty can only point the dart, 
"Tis neatneſs guides it to the heart; 
Let neatneſs then, and beauty ſtrive 
To keep a wav'ring flame alive. 

"T1s harder far (you'll find it true) 
To keep the conqueſt than ſubdue ; 
Admit us once behind the ſkreen, 

W hat is there farther to be ſeen ? 
A newer face may raiſe the flame, 
But every woman 1s the ſame. 

Tua ſtudy chiefly to improve 
The charm, that fix'd your huſband's love. 
Weigh well his humour. Was it dreſs, 
Thar gave your beauty power to bleſs? 
Purſue it ſtill; be nearer ſeen; 

'Tis always frugal to be clean; 
So ſhall you keep alive deſire, 
And time's ſwift wing ſhall fan the fire. 


Ix garret high (as ſtories ſay) 

A Poet ſung his tuneful lay; 
So ſoft, ſo ſmooth his verſe, you'd ſwear 
Apollo, and the muſes there; 
Through all the town his praiſes rung, 
His ſ6nnets at the phybouſe ſung; 
High waving o'er his lab'ring head, 
The goddeis Want her pinions ſpread, 
And with poetic fury fir'd, 
What Phoebus faintly bad inſpir'd. 

A NOBLE youth, of taſte and wit, 
Approv'd the ſprightly things he writ, 
And ſought him in his cobweb dome, 15 
Diſcharg'd his rent, and brought him bome. 

BREHOoL p him at a ſtately board, 
Who, but the Poet, and my Lord! 
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Each day, deliciouſly he dines, 

And greedy quaſſs the gen'rous wines; 

His ſides were plump, his ſkin was ſleek, 

And plenty wanton'd on his cheek; 

Aſtoniſh'd at the change fo new, 

Away th' inſpiring goddeſs flew. 
Now, dropt for politics and news, 

Neglected lay the drooping mule, 

Unmindful whence his fortune came, 

He flifled the poetic flame; 

Nor tale, nor ſonnet, for my lady, 

Lampoon, nor epigram was ready. 
W1TH juſt contempt his patron ſaw, 

(Reſolv'd his bounty to withdraw) 

And thus, with anger in his look, 

The late-repenting fool beſpoke. 
BLIND to the good that tourts thee grown, 

Whence has the ſun of fayour ſhone? 

Delighted with thy tuneful art, 

Eſteem was growing in my heart, 

But idly thou reject'ſt the charm, 

That gave-it birth, and kept it warm. 


« UNTHINKING fools alone deſpiſe 
„The arts that taught them firſt to riſe.” 
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FABLE LIII. 


Tuz BAG-WIG any Tux TOB3Ac. 


CO-PIPE. 


Bag-Wig of a jauntee air, 

| Trick'd up with all a barber's care, 
Loaded with powder and perfume, 

Hung in a ſpendthrift's dreſſing · room; 

Cloſe by ita fide, by chance convey'd, 

A black Tobacco Pipe was laid; 

And with its rapours far and near, 

Outſtunk the eſſence of Monſicur : 

At which its rage, the thing of hair, 

Thus, briſtling up, began to declare: 

© Bak'd dirt, that with intruſion rude 

© Breaks in upon my folitude; 

© And with thy fetid breath defiles 

The air for forty thouſand miles. 

© Avaunt——pollution's in thy touch 

© Oh barbarous Engliſh!——horrid Dutch | 

* I cannot bear it.— Here, Sue, Nan, 

* Go call the maid to call the man; 

And bid him come without delay, 

To take this odious Pipe 

Hideous ! ſure ſome one ſmok'd thee, friend, 

$ Reverſely at his other end. 

Oh, what mixt odours!.what a throng 

Ol ſalt and ſour, and ſtale and ſtrong! 

A moſt unnatural combination, 

Enough to mar all perſpiration,——— 
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© Monſtrous!—again—'twould vex a ſaint, 

«© Suſan, the drops—or elſe I faint! 

The Pipe (for *twas a Pipe of ſoul) 

Raiſing himſelf upon a bowl! 

In ſmoke like oracle of old, 

Did thus his fentiments unfold: 

Why, what's the matter, Goodman Swagger, 
Thou flaunting, French, fantaſtic bragger ? 

© Whoſe whole fine ſpeech is (with a pox) 

© Ridiculous and heterodox. 

© "Twas better for the Engliſh nation, 

© Before ſuch. ſcoundrels came in faſhion : 

© When none ſought hair in realms unknown, 
© But every blockhead wore his own. 

© Know, puppy, I'm an Engliſh: pipe,, 

© Deem'd worthy of each. Britons gripe;. 

© Who with my cloud-compelling aid, 

© Help our plantations, and our trade; 
And am, when ſober, and when mellow, 

© An upright, downright honeſt fellow. | 
Though fools, like you, may think me rough, 
And ſcorn me cauſe I am in buff; 

* Yet, your contempt I glad receive, 

* Tis all the fame that you can give. 

« None finery, or foppery prize, 

« But they who've ſomething to diſguiſe; 
“% But ſimple nature hates abuſe, 

« And plainneſs is the dreſs of uſe.” 
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FABLE LIIII. 


Tus PHILOSOPHER and THE 
PHEASANTS. 


HE Sage, awak'd at early day, 
Through the deep foreſt Me bis wayz 

Drawn by the muſic of the groves, 
Along the winding gloom he roves; 
From tree to tree, the warbling throats 
Prolong the ſweet alternate notes. 
But where he paſt he terror threw, 
The ſong broke ſhort, the warblers flew, 
The thruſhes chatter d with affright, 
And nightingales abhorr'd bis light; ; 
All animals before him ran 
To ſhun the hateful fight of man. 

Wurxcx is this dread of every creature? 
Fly they our figure or our nature? 

As thus he walk'd in muſing thought, 
His ear imperfect accents caught; 
With cautious ſtep he nearer drew, 
By the thick; ſhade concealV'd from view: 
High on the branch a Pheafant ſtood, 
Around ber ail her liſt'ning brood, 
Proud of the bleſſings of her neſt, 
She thus a mother's care expreſt. 

© No dangers here ſhall circumvent, 
© Within the woods enjoy content. 
* Sooner the hawk or vulture truſt 
Than man; of animals the worſt; 
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© In him ingratitude you find, 

A vice peculiar to the kind. 

The ſheep, whoſe annual fleece is dy'd, 

© To guard his health and ſerve his pride, 
© Forc'd from his fold and native plain, 
Is in the cruel ſhambles flain. 

© The ſwarms, who, with induſtrious ſkill, 
© His hives with wax and honey fill, 

In vain whole ſummer days employ'd, 

« Their ſtores are fold, their race de ſtroy'd. 
© What tribute from the gooſe is paid! 
© Does not her wing all ſcieace aid? 

© Does it not lovers hearts explain, 

© And drudge to raiſe the merchant's gain? 
© What now rewards this general uſe? 

© He takes the quills, and cats the gooſe. 

© Man then avoid, deteſt his ways, 

© So ſafety ſhall prolong your days. 
When ſervices are thus acquitted, 

© Be ſuce we Pheaſants mult be ſpitted. 


0000000000009900998000 
FABLE LXIV. 8 
TRE YOUTH AND TrE PHILOSOPHER, 


Grecian youth, of talents rare, 

Whom Plato's philoſophic care 

Had form'd for-virtue's nobler view, 

By precept and example too, 

Would often boaſt his matchleſs ſkill, 

To curb the ſteed and guide the wheel. 

And as he paſy'd the gazing throng, 

With graceful eaſe, and ſmack'd the thong, 
; F 6 


* 


132 COLLECTION O 


The ideot wonder they expreſs'd 88 ' 

Was praiſe and tranſport to his breaſt. 
Ar length quite vain, he needs wou'd ſhew 

His maſter what his art could do; 

And bade his ſlaves the chariot lead 

To Academus' ſacred ſhade. 

The trembling grove confeſs'd its fright, 

The wood-nymphs ſtartled at the fight, 

The muſes drop the learned lyre, 

And to their inmoſt ſhades retire! 
How%'ts, the youth with forward air, 

Bows to the Sage, and mounts the car. 

The laſh reſounds, the courſers ſpring, 

The chariot marks the rolling ring, 

And gath'ring crouds with eager eyes, 

And ſhouts, purſue him as he flies. 
TRIUMPHANT to the goal return'd, 

With nobler thirſt his boſom burn'd ; 

And now along th' indented plain, 

The felf-ſame track he marks again, 

Purſues with care the nice defign, 

Nor ever deviates from the line. . 

 AMAZEMENT ſeia'd the circling croud; 

The youths with emulation glow'd, 

Ev'n bearded ſages hail'd the boy, 

And all, but Plato, gaz'd with joy. 

For he, deep-judging ſage, beheld 

With pain the triumphs of the field; 

And when the charioteer drew nigh, 

And, fluſh'd with hope, had caught his eyes 

Alas! unhappy youth, he cry'd, | | 

Expect no praiſe from me (and _— 

With indignation I ſurvey 

Such ill and judgment thrown away. . 
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The time profuſely ſquander'd there, 
On vulgar arts beneath thy care, 

If well employ'd, at leſs expence, 
Had taught thee honour, virtue, ſenſe, 
And rais'd thee from a coachman's fate 
To govern men, and guide the ſtate. 


nr e. 
Tax OWL axp THE FARMER. 


N Owl of grave deport and mien, 
Who (like the Turk) was ſeldom ſeen, 
Within a barn had choſe his ſtation, _ _ 
As fit for prey and contemplation: 
Upon a beam aloft he fits, 
And nods, and ſeems to think, by fits. 
So have I ſeen a man of news 
Or Poſt-boy, or Gazette peruſe, 
Smoke,; nod, and talk with voice profound, 
And fix the fate of Europe round. 
Sheaves pil'd on ſheaves hid all the floor: 
At dawn of morn to view his ſtore 
The Farmer came. The hooting gueſt - 
His ſelf-importance thus expreſt. 

© REASON in man is mere pretence: 
© How weak, how ſhallow is his ſenſe! 
Io treat with ſcorn the bird of night, 
Declares his folly or his ſpite; 
Then too, how partial is his praiſe! 
* The lark's, the linnct's chirping lays 
Jo his ill- judging ears are fines 
And nightingales are all divine. 
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«© But the more knowing feather'd race 
©Sce wiſdom ſtampt upon my race. 
© Whene'er to viſit light I deign, 
© What flocks of fowl compoſe my train! 
© Like ſlaves, they croud my flight behind, 
© And own me of ſuperior kind.” 

Tae Farmer laugh'd, and thus reply'd. 
Thou dull important lamp of pride, 
© Dar'ſt thou with that harſh grating tongue 

© Depreciate birds of warbling ſong ? 
© Indulge thy fpleen. Know, men and fowt 
© Regard thee, as thou art, an owl. 
© Beſides, proud blockhead, be not vain 
© Of what thou calPft thy flaves and train. 
© Few follow wiſdom for her rules, 
Fools in deriſon follow fools.” 
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F. ABLE LXVI. 
Taz COQUET AND TIME. 


TO'4 LAD YT. 


ADAM, to you this tafe I ſend, 
Fear not a ſatire from a friend ; 

Nor deem it infult, if the muſe, 

= The female's little flips, purſues, 
FE ſcorn a thought, fo mean and baſe, ; 
To ſtigmatize the lovely race. 
In the dear ſex a charm we find, 
To lull the tempeſts in the mind; 
To baniſh ev'ry gloomy care, 
Corroſive paſſions, pallid fear, 
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Make every hour with pleaſure roll, 
And turn to harmony the ſoul; 
For this the friendly muſe wou'd ſhew, 
The fatal cauſe of others woe, 
Where dangers lurk, the path to clear, 
And by example, warn the fair. 

CLARINDA, bleſt with ev'ry grace, 
That dignifies the ſofter race, 

Not merely with a face that's fair, 
But juſt proportion, figure, air, 
Zach lovely, ſoft, attractive, charm, 
That can the human breaſt alarm. 

Vr fair, of blooming charms poſſeſt, 
Where beauty's image ſhines conſeſt; 
Reflect how tranfient! is the boaſt 
The flower of a day at meſt. 

THE roſe, all beauteous to the eye, 
Muſt ſhed its ſweets, and quickly die; 
The lilly fragrant, fair, and tall, 

Alike muſt fade, alike muſt fall; 
The circling year ſhall theſe renew, 
Reſtore their fragrance, and their hue: 
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Bo T though your blooming et- | 


The lilly, and the bluſhing roſe, - 
When by the hand of time ſybdu'd, 
Shall never riſe, like them renew. 
Tus beaux beheld Chrinda's eyes, 
And mark'd her dawning beauty's rife, 
The wits began in tuneful lays, 
To circulate the fair one's praiſ. 
CHARMING Clarinda! fair and young, 
Was long the burthen of each ſong; 
The roſe's hue, her cheeks bedeck, 
The lilly's white, o'erfpread her neck; 
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Her paſſions friend, now brought its aid, 
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Arabia's gale was in her breath 

Her eyes ſhot flaming darts of death; 

Minerva's wit, with Juno's mein, 

Yet gentle as the Cyprian queen. 
On! vanity, thou raging peſt, 

Curſt canker to the female breaſt, 

To you it is Clarinda owes 

Her various ills, her various woes: 
THEe1x flattering tales her mind poſſeſt, 

Her glaſs and maid compleat the reſt, 

She takes the praiſe beſtow'd as debt, 

And iſſues forth, —a pert Coquet. 
WHERE'ER ſhe went, the park, the Plays, 

Freſh ſuitors crowded ev'ry day, 

The fop, and man of ſenſe ſhe heard, 

But none was to her charms preferr'd, 


For ſelf · conceĩt, her conſtant gueſt, 


The ſole adviſer of her breaſt. 


And thus addreſt the 6mple maid. 
Cour vo heaven ſuch charms as thine beſtow 
To bleſs ſome paltry ſquire :—no, 
A lord, a duke, perhaps a king ! 
Pomp, and magnificence, fhall bring; 
Ermine, and equipage, and ſtate, 


While flaves obſequious on thee wait. 


Tuaus long ſhe reigned a giddy thing, 
The toaſt and rival of the ring, | 


At length her beauty ran its date, 


Who can refit the will of fate? 

O'zxcasT the fatal morn appear'd! 
Her paroquet was ſcreaming heard; 
Her favourite Cloe howP'd, and all 
Gave omen of her beauty's fall. 
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UNHEEDED this, on play intent, 
To young: Cardilla's rout ſhe went. 
Her rivals ſoon perceiv'd the change, 
The witlings ſneer'd :—fhe thought it ſtrange; 
The laugh went round: —ſhe calls her chair, 
And home precipitates the fair.. Ds 
When to her mirror ſtraight ſhe flies, 
And views, alas! with great ſurprize! 
Her deep ſunk eyes, her wrinkled face, 
And all the cauſe of her diſgrace; 
Oh ! cruel fate! aloud ſhe calls, 
Then fainting on her ſettee falls. - - _ A. 
W H1LE thus the afflicted fair one la, 
The God, whoſe power all things obey, 
With downy feet came fwiftly on, 
And to his victim thus begun: 
Cas, ceaſe, your tears; you weep in _— 
© Grief can't renew your charms again: 1 282024 
Did you, too credulous, belie te 
© Your charms could ſwift-pac'd Time deceived © 
© Ah! fooliſh hope, deluded maid, 
Nis but a debt to me you've paid. 
© IMPLICIT all things Time obey, 
And own my univerſal ſway, 
© I pull the ſtatelieſt fabrick down, 
* Fen kings to me ſubmit their crown. 
The medal and the hero's buſt, j 
© By me, are crumbled into duſt. _ 
« Fen he who takes each mortal's breath, 
* Shall fall by me, I conquer Death: 
And ſhall vain beauty's gaudy flower 
Above the reft * my paw'r?” 


os ny 
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Ye nymphs, now in your beauty's prime, 
Regard the lay, beware of Time. 
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e- f WO N. ANTI 
FABLE XVI. -- 
Tue MAN and THE FLEA, 


HETHER on earth, in air, or main, 

Sure every thing alive is vain! 

Doss not the hawk all fowls ſurvey, 

As deſtin'd only for his prey? 

And do not tyrants, prouder things, 

Think men were born for ſlaves to kings? 

Wnues the crab views the pearly ſtrands, 

Or Tagus, bright with golden ſands, 

Or crawls befide the coral grove, 

And hears the ocean roll above; 

Nature is too profuſe, ſays he, 

Who gave all theſe to pleaſure me! 

Wuzn bord' ring pinks and roſes bloom, 

And-ev'ry garden breaths perfume, 

When peaches glow with ſunny dyes, 

Like Laura's cheek, when bluſhes riſe; 

When with huge figs the branches bend; 

When cluſters from the vine depend: 

The ſnail looks round on flow'r and tree, 
And cries, All theſe were made for me 
War dignity's in human nature, 

Says man; the moſt conceited creature, 
As from a cliff he caſt his eye, 
And view'd the fea and arched ſky! 

The ſun was ſunk beneath the main, 5 

The moon, and all the ſtarry train, 2 

Hung the vaſt vault, of heav'n. The Mann 
His contemplation thus began. - © 
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| Wren I behold this glorious ſhow, 
| And the wide watry world below, 
The ſcaly people of the main, 
The beaſts that range the wood or plain, 
The wing'd inhabitants of air, 
The day, the night, the various year, 
And know all theſe by heay'n defign'd 
As gifts to pleafure human-kind, 
I cannot raiſe my worth too high, 
Of what vaſt conſequence am TI! 
Nor of th importance you fuppoſe, 
Replies a Flea upon bis noſe: 
Be humble, learn thyſelf to ſcan 
Know, pride was never made for man. 
is vanity that ſwells thy mind. 
What, heav'n and earth for thee deſign'd! 
For thee! made only for our nee 
That more important Fleas may feed! ' : 


* 


F A TTT 
Tus IVI AD THE OAK: © 


Paultry, creeping Tvy had, 
By length of time, an Oak a 1 
Twiſting, and tangling every mm.... 
Still boaſting, that it did no harm: 
Since, by his aid and ſtrength alone, 
The Oak's ſecur'd from falling down. TY * 
Now, liſt' ning to this creature vai *-- 2 
One thus replies, in pure diſdain: u. 
Tnovu, little, ſneaking, ſcrubby weeadt 
Thou, nothing but thyſelf doſt heed; 


* 
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If ſuffer'd, thou, this noble trunk 

Wilt quite ſuck dry, like any punk. 
Then ſoon, his helping hand he gave, 
And ſtript it off, the tree to fave, 


« Thus fares the prince, who ſtands ſurrounded 
« With cheats, and pilferers confounded ; 4 
6 Till he, at once reſumes his power, 
« And turns the villains o'er and o'er.” 


DPESEOEDEDEDEDE DES 
| FABLE LXIX. 
Tus LAWYER any JUSTICE. 


OVE! thou divineſt good below, 

| Thy pure delights few mortals know! + 

Our rebel hearts thy ſway diſown, 

While tyrant luſt uſurps thy throne. 
Tn bounteous God of nature made 

The ſexes for each other's ad. 

Their mutual talents to — 

To leſſen ills, and heighten joy. 

To weaker woman he aſſign d 

That ſoft'ning gentleneſs of mind, 

That can, by ſympathy, impart 

Its likeneſs, to the rougheſt heart. 

Her eyes with magic pow'r endu'd, 

'To fire the dull, and awe the rude. 

The roſy fingers on her face 

Shed laviſh ev'ry blooming grace, 5 

And ſtamp 'd r 90 
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Man, active, reſolute, and bold, * 
He faſhion'd in a diff*rent mould, 
With uſeful arts his mind inform'd, 
His breaſt with nobler paſſions warm'd ; 
| He gave him knowledge, taſte, and ſenſe, 
And courage, for the fair's defence. 
Her frame, reſiſtleſs to each wrong, 
Demands protection from the ſtrong ; 
To man ſhe flies, when fear alarms, 
And claims the temple of his arms. 
By nature s author thus declar'd 
The woman's ſovereign, and her guard, 
Shall man, by treach'rous wiles invade 
The weakneſs he was meant to aid? 
While beauty, given to inſpire 
Protecting love, and ſoſt deſire, 
Lights up a wild - fire in the heart, 
And to its own breaſt points the dart, 
Be :omes the ſpoiler's baſe pretence 
To triumph over innocence ? 
Tus wolf, that tears the tim'rous ſheep, 
Was never ſet the fold to keep: | 


Nor was the tyger, or the pard | * 


Meant the benighted trav'ler's guard; 

But man, the wildeſt beaſt of prey, 

Wears friendſhip's ſemblance, to betray; 

His ſteength againſt the weak employs, _ . 
And where he ſhould protect, deſtroys. 1 


Pas r twelve o'clock, the watehman cry'd, 
His brief the ſtudious Lawyer ply'd; 
The all-prevailing fee lay nigh, 
The earneſt of to-morrow's lie. 


Sudden the furious winds ariſ q.. 


FE jarring caſement ſhatter'd flies; 


—_— 2 
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The doors admit a hollow ſoand, 
And ratding from their hinges bound; 
When Juſtice i in a blaze of light, 
Reveal'd her radiant form to ſight. - 
Tus wretch with thrilling horror ſhook, 
- Looſe every joint and pale his look; 
Not having ſeen. her in the courts, 
Or found her mention'd in reports, 
He aſk'd, with fault'ring tongue, her name, 
Her errand there, and whence ſhe came? 
STERNLY the white · rob d ſhade reply'd,. 
(A crimſon glow her viſage dy'd) _ 
Can'ſt thou be doubtful who I am? 
Is Juſtice grown ſo {ſtrange a name? 
Were not y6ur courts for Juſtice rais'd? 
Twas there of old my altars blaz'd, 
My guardian thee I did elect, 
My facred temple to protect, 
That thou, and all thy venal tribe 
Should ſpurn the goddeſs for the bribe? | 
Aloud the ruin'd client cries, _ | 
_ Juſtice has neither ears, nor eyes; * N 
In full alliance with the bar, 
*Gainſt me the judge denounces war, 
And rarely iſſues his decr e,, | 
But with intent to baffle me. ' 
| SHE paus'd. Her breaſt with fury bud. | 
| The trembling Lawyer thus * EE | 
I own the charge is juſtly laid, 
| And weak th' excuſe that can be made; — 
Yet ſearch the ſpacious globe, and ſec \ 5 
| - Ifall mankind are not like me. 
Taz gown-man, {kilPd in Romiſh lies, 
1 By faith's falſe mm deludes our eyes; © 1 


| * 
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O'er conſcience rides without controul, 
And robs the man, to fave his ſoul, 
THE doctor, with important face, 
By fly deſign, miſtakes the caſe, 
Preſcribes and ſpins out the diſeaſe, 
To trick the patient of his fees. 
Tus ſoldier, rough with many a ſcar, 
And red with flaughter, leads the war; 
If he a nation's truſt betray, * 
The foe has. offer'd double pay. 
WHEN viee o'er all mankind: prevails, - 
And weighty int'reſt turns the W 
Muſt I be better than the reſt, 18 
And harbour Juſtice in my breaſt? | 
On one hde only take the fee, 
Content with poverty and thee? 
Thou blind to ſenſe, and vile of mind, 
Th' exaſperated Shade rejoin'd, 
If virtne from the world is flown, - 
Will other's frauds excuſe thy own ? 
For ſickly ſouls the prieſt was made; 
Phyſicians, for the body's aid; 
The ſoldier guarded liberty; * 
Man womanz and the lawyer me. ; | 
If all are faithleſs to their truſt, 
They leave not thee the leſs unjuſt. 
Henceforth your pleadings I diſclaimy - - | 
And bar the fanCtion of my name; 
Within your courts it ſhall be read, 
That Juſtice from the law is fled. 
Sax ſpoke; and hid in ſhades her face, 
 *Till Hardwick ſooth'd her into grace. 
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Ger eden hes tee. dent 
FABLE IX. 


CoxncrEess or BEASTS, ror CHUSING A 
KING. 


LD Eſop fo ae was certainly right, 
In the ways that he took to inſtruct and de- 
light: 
By giving to creatures, beaſts, fiſhes, and birds, 
Nay to things, though inanimate, language and 
| words, | 
He engag'd by his fable the attention of youth, 
And made even fiction to tell them the truth: 
Not ſo quickly forgot, as the mind is more able 
To retain a true hint in the ſhape of a fable, 
And allufions to nature inſenſibly raiſe 
The refleftion ſuggeſted by fabulous praiſe. 
Trvs to hint that a kingdom will flouriſh the 
148 moſt, 
Wuen the men in high ſation are fit for the poſt; 


But diſgraces attend both on perſon and ſtation, 


If regard be not had to due qualification; 
He ;nvented, they tell us, this fable of old, 
Which in words to this purpoſe may fitly be told: 


Oxce on a time, when the lion was dead, 
The beaſts met together to chuſe them a head; 
And, to give to their new conſtitution a ſhape, 
Moſt like to the human they fix d on the ape; 
They crowu'd and proclaim'd him by parliament 

plan, | 
Aud never was monkey ſo like to a man! 


4 


2 
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Tae fox being fam'd for his cunning and wit, 

Was propos d to their choice, but they did not think 
fit 

To elect ſuch-a ſharper, leſt, watching his hour, 

He ſhould cunningly creep into-abſolute power; 

No fear of king Pug, or of being fo rid; 

He would mind his diverſion, and do as they bid. 

SL y Reynard on this was reſolv'd to expoſe + 

Poor Pug, whom the ſenate fo formally choſe, - 

And having obſerv'd in his rambles a gin, 

Where a delicate morſel was nicely hung in, 

He told the king what a prize he had found, 

And the place where it lay was his majeſty's 
ground. 

Shew me where! faid tho ape,—fo the 1 
was ſhewn, 

Which he ſeiz'd with paw royal to make. it bis 
own; 

But the gin at that time was diſpos'd to reſiſt, | 

And clapping together caught Pug by the wriit, -- « © 

W ho perceiv'd by his fingers laid faſt in the ſtocks, 

What a trick had been-play'd by his ſubject the fox; 

Thou traitor, ſays he—but I will make thee, anon 

An example of vengeance—and ſo he went on, 

With rage moſt monarchical; Reynard, who ey'd 

The ſucceſs of his ſcheme, gore a agh and re- 
ply'd: 

Well! adieu, royal Sir! *twas a cruel miſhap, 

That your majeſty's grace ſhould not underſtand | 
trap. e 


* 
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DDC 
FABLE 1XXI. 
Tas VIOLET and Tus PANSY. 


YHEPHERD, if near thy artleſs breaſt 
The god of fond defires repair; | 
Implore him for a gentle gueſt, 

Implore him with unwearied prayer. 
Should beauty's ſoul · enchanting ſmile, 
Love: kindling looks, and features gay, 
Should theſe thy wandering eye beguile, 

And ſteal thy wareleſs heart away; 

That heart ſhall ſoon with ſorrow ſwell, 
| And ſoon the erring eye deplore, 
If the beauteous boſom dwell 

No gentle virtues genial ſtore. 
Far from his hive one ſummer-day, 

A young and yet unpractiſed bee, 
Born on his tendet wings away, 

»* Went forth the flowery world to ſee. 
The morn, the noon in play he paſt, 

But when the ſhades of evening came, 

No parent brought the due repaſt, 
And faintneſs ſeiz'd his little frame. 
By nature-urg'd, by inſtinct led, 

The boſom of a flower he ſought, 
Where ſtreams mourn'd round a moſſy bed, 
And violets all the bank enwrought. 
Of kindred race, but brighter dies, 

On that fair bank a Panſy grew, 
That borrowed from indulgent ſkies 

A. velvet ſhade and purple hue. 
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The tints that ſtreamed with gloſſy gold, 
The velvet ſhade, the purple hue, 
The ſtranger wondered to behold, 
And to its beauteous boſom flew. 
Not fonder haſte the lover ſpeeds, 
At evening's fall, his fair to meet, 
When o'er the hardly-bending meads 
He ſprings on more than mortal feet. 
Nor glows his eye with brighter glee, 
When-ſtealing near her orient breaſt, 
Than fek the fond enamour'd bee, 
When firſt the golden bloom he preſt. 
Ah! pity much his youth untried, ö 
His heart in beauty's magic ſpell! 
So never paſſion thee betide, | 
But where the genial virtues dwell. 
In vain he ſeeks thoſe virtues theres 
No ſoul-ſuſtaining charms abound : 
No honeyed ſweetneſs to repair 
The languid waſte of life is found. 
An aged bee, whoſe labours led 
Through thoſe fair ſprings, and meads of gold, | 
His feeble wing, his drooping head 1 
Beheld, and pitied to behold. 
Fly, fond adventurer, fly the art 
That courts thine eye with fair attire; 
© Who ſmiles to win the heedleſs heart, 
Will ſmile to ſee that heart expire. 
« This modeſt flower of humbler hue, 
« That boaſts no depth of glowing dyes, 
« Arrcayed in unbeſpangled blue, 
The ſimple cloathing of the ſkies — 
This flower, with balmy ſweetneſs bleſt, 
% May yet thy languid life renew.” _ © + 
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He faid, and to the Violet's breaſt 
The little vagrant faintly flew. 


FFP 


F AB L IE IXXII. 
Turn ann AND THE CAMELEON. 


SPANIEL, bred. wok all the care 
That waits upon a fav'rite heir, 

Ne er felt correQion's rigid hand; 

Indulg'd to diſobey command, 

In pamper'd eaſe his hours were ſpent; 

He never knew what learning meant; 

Such forward airs, ſo pert, To ſmart, 

Were ſure to win his lady's heart, 

Each little miſchief gain'd him praiſe; 

How pretty were his fawning ways! 


Fur wind was ſouth, the morning fair, 
He ventures forth to take the air; 
He ranges all the meadow round; 
And rolls upon the ſofteſt ground; 
When near him a Cameleon ſeen 
Was ſcarce diftinguiſh'd from the green. 
Dear emblem of the flatt'ring hoſt, 
What, live with clowns, a genius loſt! 
To cities and the court repair, 
A fortune cannot fail thee there; 
Preferment ſhall thy talents crown. 
Believe me, friend, I know the town. f 
Str, ſays the ſycophant, like you, 1 8 af 
Of old, politer a” 441 * — 2 f 
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Like thoſe I RP feed on air. 


> à contiguous peg was dangling,. 
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Like you, a courtier born and bred, 


Kings lean'd their ear to what I faid, 


My whiſper always met ſucceſs, 

The ladies prais'd me for addreſs. 

J knew to hit each courtiet's paſſion, 

And flatter'd ev'ry viee in ſathion, 

But Jove, who hates the liar's ways, 
At once cut ſhort my proſp'rous days, 
And, ſentenc'd to retain my nature, 
Transform'd me to this crawling creature; 
Doom'd to a life 'obſcure and mean, 
I wander in the ſylvan ſcene. 

For Jove the heart alone regards,, 
He puniſhes what man rewards. . 
How diff*rent is thy caſe and mine! 
With men at leaſt you ſup and dine, 
While I, condemn'd to thinneſt fare, 


FABLE LXIII. 7 


Trae BROCADED GOWN 4 
| cer ghee er 


ROM a fine 47 to ber maid, 
A gown deſcended of brocade. 
French !—yes from Paris—that's enough, 
That would give dignity to ſtuff. | 
By accident; or by deſign, 
Or from ſome cauſe, I can't divine; 
A Linen-Rag (ſad fource of wrangling!) 


G 3 
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Vilely beſmear'd—for late its maſter 

It ſerv'd in quality of plailter. 

The gown, contemptuous beholder, 

Gave a French ſhrugsfrom either ſhoulder, 

And ruſtling with emotion furious, 

Beſpoke the Rag in terms injurious. 

_ « Unr1rT for tinder, lint, or fodder, 

Thou thing of filth, and (what is odder) 

*« Diſcarded from thy maſter's iſſue, 

* Dare thou approach peace and: riſa. * 

« Inſtant away—or in this place 

« Be gar me give you coup de grace.” 
'To this reply'd the honeſt Rag, 

Who lik'd a jeſt, and was a wag. 

© 'Tho' thy glib tongue without an halt run, 

Thou ſhabby, ſecond-hand, ſubaltern, 

© At once ſo ancient and ſo eaſy, | 

* At once ſo gorgeous and fo greaſy, 

' value not your gaſconading, 

Nor all your a- l- mode parading. 

© But to abſtain from words imperious, 

And to be ſober, grave, and ſerious, 

Tho ſays friend Horace, tis no treaſon, 

At once to giggle, and to reaſon.) 

When me your leſſen, friend, you dream, 

For know I am not what I ſeem. 

© Soon by the mill's refining motion, - 

The ſweeteſt daughter of the ocean, 1 

© Fair Medway ſhall with ſnowy e, 9 OS 

* My virgin purity renew, | 

And give my re-inform'd exiſtence 

© A good retention and fubliſtence,... 

Then ſhall the ſons of genius; jai 

To make m 
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© © Murray, let me then diſpenſe, 

Some portion of thy eloquence; _ 

For Greek and Roman rhetoric ſhine, 

© United and improv'd in thine. 

© The ſpirit-ſtirring o ſage alarms, 

And Ciceronian ſweetneſs charms.— 

* Tr' Athenian Akinfide may deign, 

© To ſtamp me deathleſs with his pen, 

© While flows, approv'd by all the nine, 

* 'Th' immortal ſoul of every line. 

Perhaps, even all-accompliſh'd Gray, 

May grace me with a Doric lay, 

With fweet, with manly words of woe, 

That nervouſly pathetic flow. | 

What, Maſon, may I owe to you, 
Learning's firſt pride and Nature's too: 
© On thee ſhe caſt her ſweeteſt ſmile, 

© And gave thee art's ci files 
© That file, which with aſſiduous pain, 
The viper Envy bites in vain. N 
Such glories my mean lot ds ö 

© Hear, tawdry fool, and check thy pride: 
Thou after ſcouring, dying, turning, t 2 
© (If haply you eſcape a burning) 

© From gown to petticoat deſcending, 
© And in a beggar's mantle ending, 
© Shalt in a a dunghill or a ſtye, 
NMidſt filth and vermine rot and die.” 
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FA BLE LIIIV. 


Tus COOK-MAID, Tat TURNSPIT, 
AND THE OX. 


ONSIDER man in ev'ry * a 
Then tell me, is your lot ſevere? 
"Tis murmur, diſcontent, diſtruſt, 
That makes you wretched. God is juſt. 

I GRANT that hunger muſt be fed, 
That toil too earns. thy daily bread. 
What then? thy wants are ſeen and known; 
+ But ev'ry: mortal feels bis own. 
We're born a reſtleſs needy crew: 

Show me a happier man than you. 
ADan, though bleſt above his kind, 
For want of ſocial woman pin'd: | 

Eve's wants the ſubtle ſerpent ſav; 
Her fickle taſte tranſgreſs d the law: 

Thus fell our fire: and their diſgrace; 
The curſe entail'd on human race. 
Wuren Philip's ſon, by glory led, 
Had ver the globe his empire ſpread; 
When altars to his name were dreſt, 
That he was man his tears confeſt. 
Tux hopes of avarice are checkt; 
The proud man always wants reſpect. 
What various wants on pow'r attend! 


Ambition never gains its end, | 21 | 
Who hath nct heard the rich complain Kt. 
Of ſurfeits and corporeal pain? 2 
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He, barr'd from ev'ry uſe df wealth, 
Envies the plowman's ſtrength and health; 
Another in a beauteous wife | 
Finds all the miſeries of liſe; 

' Domeſtic jars and jealous: fear 
Embitter all his days with care. + 

This wants an heir; the line is loſt:. 
Why was that vain entail engroſt ? 

Canſt thou diſcern another's mind? 
What is't you envy? Envy's blind. 

Tell Envy, when ſhe would annoy, 
That thouſands want what you enjoy. 


Tux dinner muſt be diſh'd at one. 
Where's this vexatious 'Turnſpit-gone? 
Unleſs the ſkulking Cur is caught, 

The fir-loin's ſpoil'd and Pm in fault. 

Thus ſaid; (for ſure you'll think it fit 

That I the Cook-martt's oaths omit). 

With all the fury of a cook, : 
Her cooler kitchen Nan forſoak; . * 

The broomſtick o'er her head ſhe waves, 
She ſweats, ſhe ſtamps, ſke puffs, ſhe raves;. 
The ſneaking Cur. before her flies, » 
She whiſtles, calls, fair ſpeech ſhe tries, 
Theſe naught avail; her cholor burns, 
The fiſt and cudgel threat by turns. 
With haſty ſtride ſhe preſſes near, 

He ſlinks aloof, and howls. with fear. 

Was ever Cur ſo curs'd, he cry'd,, 
What ſtar did at my birth preſide! 
Am I for life by compact bound 
To tread the wheel's eternal round? 
Inglorious taſc! Of all our race 

No flare is half fo mean and baſe. 
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Had fate a kinder lot aſſign' d, . 
And form'd me of the lap-dog kind, 
I then, in higher life employ'd, 1 | 
Had indolence and eaſe enjoy'd, 
And, like a gentleman careſt, 
Had been the lady's fav'rite gueſt. 
Or were I ſprung from ſpaniel line, 
Was his ſagacious noſtril mine, 
By me, their never · erring guide, 
From wood and plain their feaſts ſupply' d, 
Knights, ſquires, attendant on my pace, 
Had ſhar'd the pleaſures of the chace. 
Endu'd with native ſtrength and fire, 
Why call'd I not the lion fire? 
A lion! ſuch mean views Ffſcorn, 
Why was I not-of woman born ? | 
Who dares with reaſon's pow'r contend ? 
On man we brutal flaves depend; 
To him all creatures tribute pay, 
And luxury employs his day. 
An Ox, by chance, o erheard his moan, . 
And thus rebuk'd the lazy drone: 
Dare you at partial fate repine ? 
How kind's your lot compar'd with mine! 
Decreed to toil, the barbꝰious knife 
Hath ſever'd me from ſocial life; 
Urg'd by the ſtimulating goad, 
I drag the cumb'rous waggon's load: 
"Tis mine to tame the ſtubborn plain, 
Break the ſtiff foi and houſe the grain 3 
Yet I without a murmur bear 
The various labours of the year, 
But then conſi der that one day 
(Perhaps the hour's not far away) 


' 
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You, by the duties of your poſt, 

Shall turn the ſpit when Pm the roaft ; 

And for reward ſhall ſhare the feaſt, 

I mean ſhall pick my bones at leaſt. 
TILL now, th' aſtoniſh'd Cur replies, 

J look'd on all with envious eyes; 

How falſe we judge by what appears! 

All creatures feel their fev'ral cares. 

If thus yon mighty beaſt complains, 

Perhaps man knows ſuperior pains. 

Let envy then no more torment. 

Think on the Ox, and learn content. 
Tus faid; cloſe-following at her heel, 

With chearful heart he mounts the wheel. 


Tus STARLING, ru CROWS, Tur 
FOX AND THE HAW EE. 2 
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Starling long had rang'd the woods, 
And long bad ſkimm'd the waving floodis; 
A maſter in diſſimulation; | 
For lying was his inclination : 
No fawning miniſter of ſtate 
Could ever match him in deeeit. 
He happen'd once his way to wing, 
When bounteous Nature ſends the ſpring 
To ſwell, with vary'd ſun and ſhow'rs, 
The early blooms and tender flow'rs;. 
Nigh where a grove of trees aroſe, 
He lighted by a troop of Crows, 
G 6 
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And thus, with ſpecious lying words, 
He ſtraight addreſs'd the ſable birds: 
For ſhame, my friends, what ſeek you here, 
« When glorious carrion is ſo near? 

% This very morn the murd'rous knife 

% NDepriv'd an aged horſe of life: x 
« ſaw the butchers it in, 

« While tanners ſtripp'd him of his ſkin: 

% Yow'll find him near that riſing hill, 

% Away, away, and eat your fill.“ 

He ended: Off at once they fly, 

Their pinions cleave the yielding ſky. 


Old wily Reynard next he meets, 

Whom thus with ſhew of love he greets: 

« Your humble ſervant, Maſter Fox, 4 1. 
<«Pve often heard you're fond of cocks; . 


« You grin, I ſee, and ſtrive to bluſh, 
« Obſerve yon barn; but, hark ye, huſh! 
« All in the ſunſhine of the day, 
h «© 'Two gameſome young ones ſport and play.“ 
| Sly Reynard made a bow and leer, | 
Then ſcamper'd to his fancy'd cheer : 
The ſelf-approving bird aroſe, | 
With ſuch ſucceſs his boſom glows; 
When lo a Hawke, of monſtrous ſize, 
Comes ſweeping down the azure ſkies, 
The trembling Starling bleeds, and dies. 
- _ _Tavs fares it with the modiſh youth 
| Who tells you ev'ry thing but truth, 
And, ſtrict veracity defying, 
Humbuggs, a modern word for lying; 
Credulity pricks up his ears, 
And with a fix'd attention hears; 
Ten thoufand Frenchmen newly ſlain, 
Lie breathleſs ſmoaking on the plain; 
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Our fleets too met upon the ſeas, 
And ours has beat the French with eaſe; 
Away they ran to fave their bacon, 
Yet half a dozen ſhips are taken. 
The wretch too baniſhes each tie 
Of nature and humanity, -. 
Delights to ſee the virgin's tears, 


When for her lover's death ſhe fears; 


He thinks there's. muſic in the groans 
Of mothers: weeping for their ſons: 
But, ſoon as once he is detected, 
Each thing he utters is ſuſpected; 
Each thinking mortal will deſpiſe _ 
The man who glories in his lies. 
Forbear the baſe unmanly guile, . 
Ah! would not others for a ſmile; 
Think on the ſorrows that you raiſe, 
Embitter not the virgin's days. 

Say, can you hear, unmov'd, her ſigh? 
Or joy to ſee her tear-ſtain'd eye ? 
Believe me, ſuch a wicked part 
Denotes a mean and tainted heart : 
However, if you needs muſt lie, 

" Avoid the next fin, perjury; 

There tis adviſeable to ſtop; 

The cute's a pillory or rope. 
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F ABLE IXXVI. 
Tas MISER and PLUTUS 


HE Miſer ſtarts, and trembling ſtares, 
Wald with imaginary fears. 

Soon qualms ariſe; with anxious pain 
He thinks on his 4ll-gotten gain. 
For thee, he cries, accurſed gold, 
My honour's loſt, my virtue ſold. 
Plutus appears. Why thus abus'd ? 
Thus curſt? Thus falfly, Sir, accus'd? 
&« Know, riches on the good beſtow'd, 
Are bleſlings worthy of a God.” 


A I ANA 


FABLE LXXVII. 


THeE LION, THE FOX, AND THE 
GEESE. 


LION, tir'd with ſtate affairs, 
Quite ſick of pomp and worn with cares, 


Neal yd (remote from noiſe and ſtriſe) 


In peace to paſs his latter life, 

It was proclaim'd; the day was ſet; 
Behold the gen'ral council met. 

The Fox was viceroy nam'd. The croud 
To the new regent humbly bow'd; 
Wolves, bears, and mighty tigers bend, 
And ſtrive who moſt ſhall condeſcend: 
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He ſtraight aſſumes a ſolemn grace, 

Collects his wiſdom in his face; | 
The croud admire his wit, his ſenſe, 
Each word hath weight and une þ 
The flatt'rer all his art diſplays : 

He who hath power is ſure of praiſe. 
A fox ſtept forth before the reſt, 
And thus the ſervile throng addreſt. 
How vaſt his talents, born to rule,. 
And train'd in virtue honeſt ſchool ! 
What clemency his temper ſways! 

How uncorrupt are all his ways ! 

Beneath his eonduct and command 

Rapine ſhall ceaſe to waſte the land; 

. His brain hath ſtratagem and art, 
Prudence and merey rule his heart. 
What bleſſings muſt attend the nation 
Under this good adminiſtration! 

- Hz ſaid. A Gooſe, who diſtant food, 
Harangu'd apart the cackling brood. 

Wnusxs'ER I hear a knave commend, 
He bids me ſhun his worthy friend. 

What praiſe! what mighty commendation*+ 
But twas a Fox who ſpoke th' oration. 
Foxes this government may prize 
As gentle, plentiful and wiſe; 

If they enjoy theſe ſweets, tis plain, 

We Geeſe muſt feel a tyrant reign. 
What havock now ſhall thin our race! 
When every petty clerk in place, 

To prove his taſte, and ſeem polite, 

Will feed on Geeſe both noon and night. 
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FABLE IXXVIL ot 
Tax LADY and TR WASP. 


8 Chloe, with affected air, 

Sat lolling in her eaſy-chair, 

An amorous Waſp around her flew, 

Perch'd on her lip, and fipt the dew. 

She frowns, ſhe frets He makes reply, 
With love I burn, I rage, I die —— _ 

She ſmiles, forgives: —He-claps his wings: 

But ſoon ſhe finds that Waſps have ſtings. 
* Ladies, that are with coxcombs great, 
«-Mourn their ill. conduct ſoon or late.“ 
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Tar TEA-POT AND SCRUBBING-- 
Ye Sn © 


Tawdry Tea-pot, a- la- mode, 

Where art her utmoſt ſkill beſtow'd, 
Was much eſteem'd for being old, 

And on its ſides, with red and gold, 
Strange beaſts were done, in taſte Chineſe, 
And frightful fiſh, and humpback'd trees. 
High, in an elegant beaufet, 

This pompous utenhl was ſet, 

And near it, on a marble ſlab, 

Forſaken by ſome careleſs drab, 
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A veteran Scrubbing-brufti was plac'd,, 
And the rich furniture diſgrac'd ;. 
The Tea-pot firſt began to flout, 
And thus its venom ſpouted out : 
Who from the ſkullery, or yard, 
+ Brought in this low, this vile black - guard, 
And laid, in inſolent poſition, 
* Amongſt us people of condition? 
© Back to the helper in the ſtable, Ke 
© Scour the cloſe · ſtool, or waſh-houſe table, 
Or cleanſe an horſing-bloek or plank, 42 
Nor dare approach us folk of rank. 
* 'Turn,. brother Coffee - pot, your ſpout, 
Obſerve the naſty, ſtinking lout, 
* Who ſeems to ſcorn my indignation, 
* Nor pays due homage to my faſhion: | 
Take, ſiſter Sugar-diſh, a view, -' 1 2 
© And, couſin Cream-pot, pray do you. 
© Pox on you all (replies old Scrub) 
Of cox-combs, ye confederate club, 
Full of impertinence and prate, 
Ve hate all things that are ſedatez 
None but ſuch ignorant infernals 
Judge by appearance and externals. 
© Train'd up in toil and uſeful knowledge, 
I'm fellow of the Kitchen- college, 
© And with the mop, my old aſſociate, 
The family affairs negotiate, 
Am foe to filth, and things obſcene, 

Dirty by making others clean, 

Not ſhining, yet I cauſe to ſhine, 
My foulneſs makes my neighbours fine; 
© You're fair without, but foul within, 
Wich ſhame impregnated and ſin; 
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To you each impious ſcandal's owing, 
© You ſet each gollip's clack a going 7 
© How parſon Tythe in ſecret fins, | | 
And how miſs Squeamith brought forth men, 
© How dear delicious Polly Bloom F 

© Oves all her ſweetneſs to perfume, 

©'Tho' grave at church, at cards can bett, 
At once a prude and a coquetteG. 

© *Dwas better for each Britiſh virgin, 
When on roaſt beef, ſtrong beer, and ſturgeon, 
© Joyous to breakfaſt they ſat round, 

© Nor was aſham'd to eat a pound. 

© Theſe were the manners, theſe the ways, 

© In good queen Bets's. golden days, 

Each damſel o d her bloom and glee, 

To wholeſome elbow-greaſe and me; 

© But now they center all their joys 

© In empty rattle-traps and noiſe. * | 
© Wherc'er the fates ſend you they ſend = 

© Flagitious times, which ne'er will mend, 
© Till fome philoſopher ſhall find | © 


© A Scrubbing-bruſk to ſcour the mind.” 
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F AB L E IXIXX. 


Tu E PERSIAN, THE SUN AND 1 
CLOUD. 


1 
| 


8 on the ground a Perſian lay 3 
A Proſtrate before the God of day, 
e pray'd,—* Bright beam, thy ſervant bleſs, 

© And crown his labours with ſucceſs.* 
With envy ſwell'd, an impious Cloud 
Reprov'd the man, blaſphem'd the God. 
Vain fleeting form! the Perſian cry'd, 
Thy God adore.—Reſtrain thy pride. 
See! with new beams he gilds the ſkies! 
Thus merit ſhines, and envy dies. 


URDU denden cad 


ABLE IXXXI. 
5 Tu MASTIFFS. 


OSE, who in quarrels interpoſe, 

Muſt'eften wipe a bloody noſe. 
A MasT1ex, of true Engliſh blood, 

Lov'd fighting better than his food; 

When dogs were ſnarling for a bone, 
He Tong'd to make the war his own, 
And often found (when two contend), | 
To interpoſe obtain ' d his end; 
He glory'd in his limping pace, 
ea a honour ſcam'd his face, 
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In every limb a gaſh appears, 
Aud frequent fights retrench'd his ears. 
As, on a time, he heard from far 
Two dogs engaged in noiſy war, 
Away he ſcours and lays about him, 
N Keſol vd no fray ſhould be without him. 
Font from his yard a tanner flies, 
And to the bold intruder cries; 

A cuDGEL ſhall correct your manners. 
Whence ſprung this curſed hate to tanners ? 
While on my dog you vent your ſpite; 
Sirrah, tis me you dare not bite. 

To fee the battle thus perplex'd, 

With equal rage a butcher vex'd, 
Hoarſe-ſcreaming from the circled croud, 
To the curft Maſtiff cries aloud., 
Bor Hockley-Hole and Mary- Bone 
The combats of my dog have known; 
He ne'er like bullies coward hearted, 
Attacks in public, to be parted; _ 
Think not, raſh fool, to ſhare his fame, 
Be his the honour or the ſhame. 
Trvs ſaid, they ſwore and rav'd like thunder, 
Then dragg'd their faſten'd dogs aſunder, 
While clubs and kicks from every fide 
Redounded from the Maſtiff's hide. „ 

ALL reeking now with ſweat and blood * © 

A while the parted warriors ſtood, 

Then pour d upon the meddling foe; 

Who, worried, howl'd and ſprawl'd below: 

He roſe; and limping from the fray, -—- | 
By both fides mangled, ſneak'd away. x 
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FABLE LAXRU, 


TRE BAALET. MOW AND THE DUNG- 
HILL.. 


OW many mann airs we meet 1 
From — Aldgate- ſtreet; 
Proud rogues, who ſhar'd the South · ſea prey, 
And ſprung like muſhrooms in a day! 
They think it mean to condeſcend; 
To know a brother or a friend; 
They bluſh to hear their mother's name, 
And by their pride expoſe their ſhame. 
As croſs his yard, at early day, 
A careful farmer took his way, 


He ſtop'd, and leaning on his fork, _ * 
Obſerv'd the flail's inceſſant work; 9 
In thought he meaſur d all his ſtore, 7 


His geeſe, his hogs, he number'd oer, 
In fancy weigh'd the fleeces ſnorn n, 
And multiply'd the next year's corn. £14 

A BaRLEY-MOW, which ſtood Dons: * 
Thus to its muſing maſter cry'd. _ 

Sar, good Sir, is it fit or right 4 
To treat me with neglect and flight? 7 


Me, who contribute to your cheeerr,ĩrW 
And raiſe your mirth with ale and beer! |, |. 
Why thus inſulted, thus difgrac'd, ua 


And that vile Dunghill near me plac'd? 
Are thoſe poor ſweepings of a groom, - 
That filthy ſight, that nauſeous fume, - _ 


— 
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Meet objects here? Command it hence: 


A thing ſo mean mutt give offence. 23A | 
Taz humble Dunghill thus reply'd. X 
Thy maſter bears and mocks thy pride, 


Inſult not thus the meek and low, # 
In me thy benefactor know, © 
My warm aſſiſtance gave thee birth, 

Or thou hadſt periſh'd low in earth; ; 
But upſtarts, to ſupport their ſtation n, 
Cancel at once all obligation. 1 


FABLE IXLXII. 


TAE FARMER WIFE AND T HE / 
* ene 


1 3 5 your a 
head? . 
is then your other buſbsnd dead ? «9-1: 

Or does a worſe diſgrace betide? * | 
Hath no one ſince his death apply'd? 
ALas! you know the caufe too well. 
I The ſalt is ſpilt, to me ĩt fell. 
| Then to contribute to my loſs, 

My knife and fork were laid acrofs, 31 
| On Friday too! the day I dread! d F 
| . Would I were ſaſe at home in bed! 
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- Laſt night (I vow to heav'n — N 
by Bounce from the fire a voſſin flew. . - wh 1 
| Next poſt ſome fatal news ſhall tell. 1 F 
| God ſend my Corniſh friends be wet 18 
| _ Unhappy widow, ceaſe thy tears, 115 l 
Nor feel afliftion in thy fears; * ; 
* . ? 2 I 1 

*. < 2 x 3 
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Let not thy ſtomach be ſuſpended, _ 
Eat now, and weep when dinner's ended. 
And when the butler clears the table 
For thy deſſert Vil read my fable. 
BETwixT her ſwagging paniers' load 0 
A Farmer's wife to market rode, K 2 
And, jogging on, with thoughtful care 
_ Summ'd up the profits of her ware My: 
When, ſtarting from her filver dream, 
Thus far and wide was heard her ſcream. 
THAT Raven on yon left-hand oak 
(Curſe on his ill betiding croak) 
Bodes me no good. No more ſhe ſaid, 
When poor blind Ball with ſtumbling tread 
Fell prone; o'erturn'd the panier lay, | 
And her maſh'd eggs beſtrow'd the wax. 
— Sur, ſprawling inthe yellow road, 2 
Rail'd, ſwore and curſt. Thou croaking toad, = 
A murrain take thy whoreſon throat! l 
I knew misfortune in the note. | 
Dame, quoth the Raven, ſpare your oaths, _ 
Unclench your ſiſt, and wipe your cloaths ; 
But why on me thoſe curſes thrown? _. , 
Goody, the fault was all your own; 
For had you laid this brittle ware 
On Dun, the old ſure - ſooted mare, 
Though all the ravens of the hundred 
With croaking had your tongue outghunder'd, 
. Sure-footed Dun had kept his legs, 


And ꝓou, ood woman, fad 2008 *886- 


* 
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AIS L E LXXXIV. | 
Tan FARMER ax» JUPITER. 


E Man to Jove did thus apply. 

O give me heirs, or elſe I die 
"Three years roll round. Two hopeful boys, 
And a young girl, reward his joys.— 
Once more he cry'd, Spprove my pray'r— 
Let them be wealthy, great, and fair,— - 
Jove nods afſent; and ſoon the firſt 
Grows rich, but is with av'rice curſt: 
The next attains the height of place, 
But falls the victim of diſgrace. 
The girl is bleſt with ſparkling eyes, FX 
But proud, a virgin lives and dies. i 

When Jove the father's grief ſurvey'd, 

And heard him rail at heav'n, he faid; 
© deck virtuez;—and of that poſſeſt, 
Henceforth to me reſign the reſt. *& 
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ABLE Txxxv.. 
. 


HE doating parents grieve and fret, 
Leſt they ſhould loſe their only pet; 

Miſs Nancy, by devouring ſweets, 
Was grown as pale as her own ſheets; 
Have em ſhe would What nurſe would chuſe 
So ſweet a baby to refuſe? 
For though a prodigy of wit, | 
Miſs had not ſeen four twelvemonths yet; 
To death almoſt indulg'd, old Mentor, 
Their grave phyſician, quick was ſent for; 
This ſon of Galen, ſtraitway brib'd, 
Bitters and gruels were preſcrib'd; 
But how, alas! ſhall Miſs be brought 
To ſwallow ſuch a naufeous draught; — 
If phyſic called, Mamma well knows 
Miss would turn up her little noſe. 
T hough very young, Nancy obſerv'd 
Mama with tea was duly ſerv'd; | 
And oft the whimp'ring cried—* Twas bard 
Nancy of tea ſhould be debarred:”— ' 
The hine Mamma with prudence takes, 


In tea-pot the preſcription makes, 29 5 1 


"The healthful viand ſerves to Nancy ; | 
This ſtraitway tickleg, Miſs's Aancy ; 
The apparatus all declares * 
'T was tea on which Miſs Nancy bare 
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And though her face ſhe ſometimes ſcrew'd, 

«© She vow'd her tea was-vaſtly good“ 
(Even nurſlings ſtrive with mightand main, 
For little women to be talen) 

And milk, though ſugared, henceforth ſcorning, 
She drank her medicine-tea each morning; 
Takes her diſguſtful meſs with glee, 

Becauſe Mamma firnames it tea. 


LET not grown wiſdom, with a ſmile, 
Miſs Nancy's childiſh folly blame 
For few now breathe in Britain's iſle, 
But what are cheated with a name. 


TE POET and THE ROSE. 


Poet once, well pleas'd, ſurvey'd 

A beauteous Roſe, and ſigbing tid; 
To Chloe's whiter breaſt repair, 

Thou'lt find more fragrant odours there; 
Her charms will thine, fair flow'r, outvie, 
And thoul't with envy gage and die. 

A ſiſter Roſe ſoon ſilence broke, 

And frowniag, thus the Bard beſpoke. 


Tho' Chloe when zou figh looks gay, ? 


And throw, you like a weed away, 
Why muſt we languiſh and decay? 
With juſtice we the man deſpite, Ink 

* Who by another's fall would riſe. (HALT > 
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| F A B LE LXXXVIIL Wo, | 
Tur TAME STAG. 


A Stag caught young, and tamely bred, 
Baſhful at firſt, each creature fled; 

But bolder grown, he dauntleſs ſtands, 

And takes his food from any hands; 

Whene'er repuls'd, with high diſdain, 

And levell'd horns, he turns again: 


So, the coy maid her lover flies, | 1 
Or ſtands at firſt with down-caſt eyes; | 
But in a while ſhe boaſts her flame: * | 
For cuſtom conquers fear and ſhame.” > F 
| i | 

| 
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5 F AB L E IXXXVII. 
Tax 6008 E AN TRT SWAN S. 


Hate the face, however fair, Fred 
That carries an affected air; | \ 
The liſping tone, the ſhape conſtrain'd, b 
The ſtudy'd look, the paſſion feign'd, Kit 
Are ſopperies, which only tend 
To injure what they ſtrĩive to mend. 
Wir what ſuperior grace enchants 
The face, which nature's pencil paints: 
Where eyes, unexercis'd in art, | 
Glow with the meaping of the heart! 
Where freedom, and good-humour fit, 
And eaſy gaicty, and wit! 
Though perfect beauty be not there, 
The maſter · lines, the finifh'd air, 
We catch from every look delight, 
And grow enamour'd at the fight : 
For beauty, though we all approve, 
Excites our wonder, more than love, 
While the agreeable ſtrikes ſure, 
And gives the wound, we cannot cure. 
_ War then, my Amoret, this care, 
| That forms you, in effect, leſs fair? 
| If nature on your cheek beſtows 
A hloom, that emulates the roſe, 
Or from ſome heav'nly image drew, 
A form, Apelles never knew, 
Tour ill-judg'd aid will you impart, * 
0 ſpoil by meretricious art? WM © 
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Or had you, nature's error, come | 
Abortire from the mother's womb, | 
Your forming care ſhe ſtill rejeQts, 2 
Which only heightens her defects, 
When ſuch, of glitt' ring jewels proud, 
Still preſs the foremoſt in the croud, 
At ev'ry public ſhew are ſeen, 
Witch look awry, and aukward mein, 
The gaudy dreſs attracts the eye, 
And magnifies deformity...  . 
NaTURE may underdo her part, 
But ſeldom wants the help of art; 
Truſt her, ſhe is your ſureſt friend, 
Nor made your form for you to mend:. 
A Goosr, affected, empty, vain,. . 
The ſhrilleſt of the cackling train, 
With proud, and elevated creſt, . 
Precedence claim*'d above the reſt. 
SAYS ſhe, I. laugh at human race, 
Who ſay, Geeſe. hobble in their pace; 
Look here the fland'rous lie detect; 
Not haughty, man is ſo erect. 
That peacock yonder! lord, how vain 
The creatures of his gaudy train! 
If both were ſtript, I'd pawn my word, 
A Gooſe would be the finer bird. 
Nature, to hide her. own defects, 
Her bungled work with finery. decks;.. 
Were Geeſe ſet off with half that ſhow, 
Would men admire the peacock?. No. 
Tuus vaunting, croſs the mead ſhe ſtalks, 
The cackling breed attend her walks; 
The ſun ſhot down his noon-tide beams, 
The Swans were ſporting in the ſtreams i: 
5 F 


| 
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Their ſnowy plumes, and ſtately pride 
Provok'd her ſpleen. Why there, ſhe cry'd, 
Again, what arrogance we fee !—— _ 
Thoſe creatures! how they mimic me! 
Shall &'ry fowl the waters ſkim, 

Becauſe we Geeſe are known to ſwim? 


. Humility they ſoon ſhall learn, 


And their own emptineſs diſcern, 
80 ſaying, with extended wings, 
Lightly upon the wave ſhe ſprings; 


Her boſom ſwells, ſhe ſpreads her plumes, _ . 


And the Swan's ſtately creft aſſumes. 

Contempt, and mockery enſu'd, 

And burſts of laughter ſhook the flood. 
A Swan, ſupetior tothe reſt, 

Sprung forth, and thus the fool addreſs'd.. 
CoxCErTED thing, elate with pride! 

Thy affectation all deride; 

Theſe airs thy aukwardneſs impart, 

And ſhew thee plainly, as thou art. 

Among thy equats of the flock, 

Thou had'ſt eſcap'd the public mock, 

And as thy parts to good conduce, 4 2 

Been deem'd an honeſt, bobbling Gooſe. 

_ LEARN hence, to ſtudy wiſdom's rules; 

Know, foppery's the pride of fools; 

And ſtriving nature to conceal, 

You only her defects reveal. 


3 > K. A, 
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FABLE LXXXIX. 
Tus HOUND AND Tur HUNTSMAN, 


MPERTINENCE at firſt is born 
Witch beedleſs flight, or ſmiles of ſcorn; 
Teaz'd into wrath, what patience bears 

The noiſy fool who perſeveres ? 


Tas morning wakes, the Huntſman ſounds; 
At once ruſh forth the joyful hounds; 
They ſeek the wood wich eager: pace, 
Through buſh, through brier explore the chace; 
Now ſcatter'd wide they try the plain, 
And ſnuff the dewy turf in vain. 
What care, what induſtry, what pains! 
What univerſal Glence reigns! 
RinGwo0D, a dog of little fame, 
Young, pert, and ignorant of game, 
At once diſplays his babbling throat; 
The pack regardleſs of the note, 
Purſve the ſcent; with louder ſtrain 
He ſtill perſiſts to vex the train. 196 
Tux Huntſman to the clamour flies, 
The ſmacking laſh he ſmartly: plies; 
His ribs. all welk'd, with howling tone 
The puppy thus expreſt his moan. 
I xxow the muſte of my tongue 
Long fince the pack with envy ſtung; * 
H 4 | 
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What will not ſpite? Theſe bitter ſmarts 

I owe to my ſuperior parts. 1 
Wurx puppies prate, the Huntſmancried, 

They ſhow both ignorance and pride; 

Fools may our ſcorn, not envy raiſe, 

Por envy: is a kind of praiſe. _- 

Had not thy forward noiſy tongue 

Proclaimed thee always in the wrong; 

Thou mighteſt have mingled with the reſt, 

And ne'er thy. ſooliſh noſe confeſt; 

But fools, to talking ever prone, 

Are ſure to make their follies known. 


FABLE XC. 
TAB CGCRAB ANDY TRA FO. 


Reſtleſs Crab, in th' ocean bred, 
Stroll'd cut, and in a meadow fed ? 

But by a Fox was ſoon eſpy'd, 
Soon made his prey, and juſtly dy'd: 
For had he ſtay'd at home contented, 
All had been well, his fate prevented. 

* Tavs reſtleſs. fools, who buſineſs quit, 
And aim at marks they.ne'er can hit, 
The ſmart of ſure miſcarriage bear, 


For rambling-in. a foreign ſphere,” 


MODERN FABLES. 


FABLE XC: 


by 


K ED He DI IT 


TAE LION AND TRE C UB. 


OW ſond are men of rule and place, 


Who court it from the mean and baſe! 


Theſe cannot bear an equal nigh, 
But from ſuperior merit fly; 

They love the cellar's vulgar joke, 
And loſe their hours in ale and ſmoke; 
There o'er ſome petty. club preſide, 
So poor, fo paultry is their pride! 


Nay, even with fools whole nights will fit; 


In hopes to be ſupreme in wit. 
If theſe can read, to theſe I write, 
To ſet their worth in trueſt light. 

A Liox- Cu, of ſordid mind, 
Avoided all the lion kind} 
Fond of applauſe, he ſought the feaſts : 
Of vulgar and ignoble beaſts. _ 
With aſſes all his time he ſpent, . 
Their club's pergetual preſident. 


He caught their manners, looks, and airs: . | 


An aſs in every thing, but ears! 

If e'er his highneſs meant a joke, 

They grinn'd applauſe before he ſpoke: . 

But at each word what ſhouts of praiſe! . 

Good gods ] how natural he brays! 
ELATE with flatt'ry and conceit, 

He ſeeks his royal fire's retreat; 

Forward, and fond to ſhow his parts,, 

His highneſs brays, the Lion ſtarts, . 
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Porr r, that curſt vociferation 
Betrays thy life and converſation; 
Coxcombs, an ever · noĩſy race, 

Are trumpets of their own diſgrace. 

War ſo ſevere, the Cub replies? 
Our ſenate always held me wife. 

How weak is pride, returns the fire, 
All fools are vain, when fools admire! 
But know, what ſtupid aſſes prize, 
Lions and noble beaſts deſpiſe. 


FABLE XC. 
T uE FOX AD THE HARE. 


Fox and Hare once Jove addreſs'd, 
And thus their grievances expreſs'd: 
© How happy ſhould I be,“ ſaid one, 
Could I with ſpeed like Kayward run?” 
Could J, ſays other, * play my part 
Like Reynard, 'twould rejoice my heart”. 
But Jove, in anger, thus reply'd; 

© Your ſighs are the. reſult of pride. 

No more your impious murmurs — 

© Prize what you have, Ind be content. 
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FABLE. XC. 
Tue Two OWLS anD THE SPARROW- 


O formal Owls together. ſat,. 
Conferring thus in ſolemn chat. 

Ho is che modern taſte decay'd! 
Where's the reſpect to wiſdom paid? 
Our worth the Grecian ſages knew, 
They gave our fires the honour due, 
They weigh'd the dignity. of fowls, 
And-pry'd into-the depth of Owls. 
Athens, the ſeat of learned fame, 
With gen'ral voice rever'd our name; 
On merit title was conferr'd, 
And all ador'd th* Athenian bird. 
| BROTHER, you reaſon well, replies 

The ſolemn: mate, with half ſhut eyes: 
Right, Athens was the ſeat of learning, 
And truly. wiſdom is diſcerning; 
Beſides, on Pallas' helm we fit, 
The type and ornament of wit: 

But now, alas, we're quite neglected, 
And a pert ſparrow's more reſpected. 

A SPARROW, who was lodg'd beſide, . 
O'erhears them ſoothe each other's pride, 
And thus he nimbly vents his heat. 

WHro meets a fool muſt find conceit. , 
I grant, you were at Athens grac'd, 

And on Minerva's helm were plac'd;. 
But every bird that wings the ſky,. 
Except an owl, can tell you why. 
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From hence they taught their ſchools to know 

How falſe we judge by outward ſhow, 

That we ſhould never looks eſteem, 

Since fools as wiſe as you might ſeem. TY 
Would ye contempt and ſcorn avoid, 

Let your vain glory be deftroy'd; 

Humble your arrogance of thought, 

Purſue the ways by nature taught, 

Fo ſhall ye find delicious ſare, 

And grateful farmers praiſe your care, 

So ſhall fleek mice your chaſe reward, 

71 no keen cat find more regard. 
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FAB L E XCIV. 
” - Tas SPARROW Ann Ann DOVE. 


T was, as learn'd traditions ſay, 

Upon an April's blithſome day, 
When pleaſure, ever on the wing, 
Return'd, companion of the ſpring, 

And chear'd the birds with am'rous heat, 
Inſtructing little hearts to beat; 
A Sparrow, frolic, gay, and young, 
Of bold addreſs, and flippant tongue, 
Juſt left his lady of a night, 
Like him, to follow new delight, 
Tus youth, of many a conqueſt vain, 
" Flew off to ſeek the chirping train; 70 
The chirping train he quickly ſound, 
And with a ſaucy eaſe, bow'd round. 
Fox every ſhe his boſom burns, 
And 9 and that he wooes by n, 
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And here a ſigh, and there a bill, ü . 
And here thoſe eyes, io form'd:to kill! 
And now, with ready tongue, he ſtrings | 
Unmeaning, ſoft, reſiſtleſs things; 
With vows, and dem-me's ſkill'd to woo, 
As other pretty fellows do. | 
Not that he thought this ſhort eſſay 
A prologue needful to his play 
No, truſt me, ſays our learned letter, 
He knew the virtuous ſex much better; 
But theſe he held as ſpacious arts, 
To ſhew his own ſuperior parts, 
The form of decency to ſhield, 
And give a juſt pretenee to yield. 

Tr us finiſhing his courtly play, 
He mark'd the fav'rite of the day; 
With careleſs impudence drew near, 
And whiſper'd Hebrew in her ear; 
A hint, which like the maſon's ſign, - 
The conſcious can alone divine. 

Tux flutt'ring nymph, expert at feigning; | 
Cry'd, Sir—pray Sir, explain your meaning 
Go prate to thoſe, that may endure ye— 

To me this rudeneſs!—Pll aſſure yel—- - 
Then off ſhe glided, like a ſwallow, - 
As ſaying—you gueſs where to follow. 

To ſuch as know the party ſet, * 
Tis needleſs to declare they met; x 
The parfon's barn, as authors mention, 
Confeſs'd the fair had apprehenſion. 3 
Her honour there ſecure from ſlain, | 1 
She held all farther trifling vain. 
No more affected to be coy, 
But ruſh'd, licegtious_ cn the joy. 
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HisT, love! the male companion cry'd,. 
| Retirea while; I fear we're ſpy'd. 
Nor was the caution vainz he faw- 
A Turtle, ruſtling in the ftraw, . 
While o'er her callow brood ſhe hung,. 
And fondly, thus addreſs'd her young, 
Ys tender objects of my care 
Peace, peace, ye little helpleſs pair! 
Anon he comes, your gentle fre, 
And brings you all your hearts require. 
For us, his infants, and his bride, 
For us, with only love to guide, 
Our lord aſſumes an eagle's ſpeed, 
And like a lion, dares to bleed. 
Nor yet by wint'ry ſkies confin'd, 
He mounts upon the rudeſt wind, 
From danger tears the vital ſpoil, 
And with affection ſweetens toil. 
Ah ceaſe, too vent'rous!' ceaſe to dare, 
In thine, our dearer ſafety ſpare 
From him, ye cruel falcons, ſtray, 
And turn, ye fowlers, far away! 
SHOULD I ſurvive to ſee the day, 
That tears me from myſelf away, 
That cancels u that bea wn could give, 
The life, by which alone I live, 
Alas, how. more than loſt were I, 
Who, in the thought, already die! 
Te powers, whom men, and birds obey, 
Great rulers of your creatures, ſay, 
Why mourning comes, by bliſs convey'd, 
And ev'n the ſweets of love allay'd ? 
Where grows enjoyment, tall, and fair, 
Around it twines entangling care; 
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While fear for what our ſouls poſſeſs, | 
Enervates every pow'rto bleſs; 1 1 P 
Vet friendſhip forms the bliſs above, l 
And, life! what art thou, without love? 
Ou hero, who, had heard apart, 
Felt ſomething moving in his heart,. 
But quickly, with diſdain, ſuppreſs'd 
The virtue, riſing in his breaſt; 
And firſt he feign'd to laugh aloud, _ 
And next, approaching, fmil'd and bow'd.. 
Mapa, you muſt not think me rude:. 
Good-manners never-can intrude ;. 
I vow I come through pure good - nature 
(Upon my ſoul, a charming creature!) 
Are theſe the comforts of a wife ? 
This careful, cloiſter'd, moaping life? 
No doubt, that odious thing, call'd duty, 


a 


Is a ſweet province for a beauty. 

Thou pretty ignorance! thy will 2 

Is meaſur'd to thy want of ſkill; a 1 
That good old-faſhion'd dame, thy mother, e 
Has taught thy infant years no other. 


The greateſt ill in the creation, 

Is ſure the want of education. 
Bur think ye tell me without Sing, | 

Have all theſe charms no farther meaning? TT 

Dame nature, if you don't forget her, 

Might teach your ladyſhip much better, 7 

For ſhame, reject this mean employment, | * 

Enter the world, and taſte enjoyment; 

Where time, by circling bliſs, we meaſure; 

Beauty was form'd alone for pleaſure ; 

Come, prove the bleſſing, follow me, 

Be wiſe, be happy, and be free. 
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' 'Kind Sir, reply'd our matron chaſte, * 
Your zeal ſeems pretty much in haſte; 5 
Fown, the fondneſs to be bleſs'd 1 
Is a deep thirſt in every breaſt; ien! 
Of bleſſings too I have my ſtore, | 91 
Yet quarrel not ſhould heav'n give more; 
Then prove the change to be expedient, 
And think me, Sir, your moſt obedient. 

Here turning, as to one inferior, 
Our gallant ſpoke, and ſmibd ſuperior. 
Methinks, to quit your boaſted ſtation 
Requires a world of heſitation; - 
Where brats, and bonds are held a bleſſing, . 
The caſe, I doubt, is paſt redteſſing. 
Why, child, ſuppoſe the joys I mention 
Were the mere fruits of my invention, 
You've cauſe fufhcient for your carriage, 


In: flying from the curſe of marriage; 


That fly decoy, withwvary'd fnares, 
That takes your widgeon in by pairs; 
Alike to huſband, and to wife, 
The cure of love, and bane of life; 
The only method of forecaſting, 
To make misfortune firm, and laſting; 
The fin, by heav'n's peculiar ſentence, 
Unpardon'd, through a life's repentance. 
It is the double ſnake, that weds 
A common tail to diffrent heads, 
That leads the carcaſs ſtill aſtray, . 
By dragging each a difPrent:way. 
Of all the ills, that may attend me, 
From marriage, mighty gods, defend me! 

Grun me frank nature's wild demeſne, | 
And boundleſs tract of air ſerene, ious 
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Where fancy, ever wing'd for change, 
Delights to ſport, delights to range; 
There, Liberty! to thee ig bwing oof 
Whate'er of bliſs is worth beſtowing ; . 0-4 
Delights, ſtil vary'd, and divine, ——_ 
Sweet goddeſs of the hills! are thine. . . 
Wnar fay you now, yow pretty pink you Z 
Have I, for onee, ſpoke:reaſon, think you? 
You take me now for noromancer——— 
Come, never ſtudy-foran anſwerz. 
Away, caſt every care behind ye, 
And fly where joy alone ſhall find ye. 
Sor r yet, return'd our female fencer;. 
A queſtion more, or:ſo——and then, Sir. 
You've rally'd me with ſenſe exceeding, 
With much fine wit, and better —_— 5. 
But pray, Sir, how do you contrive it? 
Do thoſe of your world never wive it? EN 
No, no.” How, then? Why, dare I tell, 
« What does the bus'neſs full as well.“ | 
Do you nc'er love ?.“ An hour at leiſure.“ 
Have you. no friendſhips ?- Ves, for pleaſure. 
No care for little ones? We get em, 
« The reſt the mothers mind, and let em.“ 
Troy wretch, rejoin'd the kindling Dove, 
Quite loſt to life, as loſt to love | 
Whene'er misfortune comes, how juſt! 
And come misfortune ſurely muſt;. 
In the dread ſeaſon of diſmay,. | 
In that, your hour of trial, ſay, 1812 l 
Who then ſhall prop your ſinking heart? 
Who bear affliction's weightier part? 
Sar, when the black-brow'd welkin bends, 
And winter's gloomy form impends, 
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To mourning: turns all tranfient chear, 
And blaſts the melancholy year; 


For times, at no perſuaſion, ſtay, 


For vice can find perpetual May; 
Then where's that tongue, by folly fed, 
That ſoul of pertneſs, whither fled? 
All ſhrunk within thy lonely neſt, 
Forlorn, abandon'd,.and unbleſs'd; 
No friend, by cordial bonds ally d, 
Shall ſeek thy cold, unſocial fide; 

No chirping prattlers, to delight 

Shall turn the long-enduring night ;. 
No bride her words of balm impart, * 
And warm thee at her conſtant heart, 
Freedom, reſtrain d by reaſon's force, 


Is as the fun's unvarying courſe, 
Benignly active, ſweetly bright, 


Affording warmth, affording light; 

But torn from virtue's ſacred rules, 

Becomes a comet, gaz'd by fools,. | 

Fore-boding cares, and ſtorms, and ſtriſe, 

And fraught with all the plagues of life. 
Tov fool! by union every creature 

Subſifts, through univerſal nature; 

And this, to beings void of mind, 

Is wedlock, of a meaner kind. 
WraiLlt womb'din ſpace, primeval clay 

A yet unfaſhion'd embryo lay, | 

The ſource of endleſs good above 

Shot down his ſpark. of kindling love; 

Touch' d by the all- enli v' ning flame, 

The motion firſt exulting came 

Each atom ſought it's ſep rate clas, 

Through many a fair; cn ονt,ỹẽũ maſi ; 
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Love caſt the central charm around, 
And with eternal nuptials bound. 
Then form, and order Ger the ſłky, 
Firſt rrain'd their bridal pomp on high; 
The ſun difplay'd his orb to ſight, 
And burnt with hymeneal light. 
HENCE nature's virgin-womb"conceiv'd,, 
And with the genial burden heav'd; be? 
Forth came the oak, her. firſt-born heit, | 
And ſcal'd the breathing ſteep of airs, © 
Then infant ſtems, of various uſe, 
Imbib'd her ſoft, maternal juice; 
The flow'rs in early bloom diſclos'd, 
Upon her fragrant breaſt rc pos d; 
Within her warm embraces grew 
A race of endleſs form, and hue; 
Then pour'd her leffer offspring round, 
And fondly cloath'd their parent ground:. 
Nox here alone the virtue reign'd, 
By. matter's cumb'ring ſotm detain'd ʒ 
But thence, ſubliming, and refin' d, 
Aſpir'd, and reach'd its kindred mind. 
Caught in the fond, celeſtial fire, IA 
The mind perceiv'd unknown defire, : 368 45 
And now with kind effuſion flow d, 
And now with cordiaF ardours eee 4 
Beheld the ſympathetic ies, 9 
And lov'd its own reſemblance there; 
On all with circling radiance ſhone, 
But cent'riug, fix d on one alone; 
There claſp'd the heav'n appointed wife, 
And doubled every joy of life. 

Here ever bleſſing, ever bleſs'd, 

* Reſides this beauty of the breaſt, 
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As from his palace, here the god 
Still beams effulgent- bliſs-abroad, 
Here gems own his eternal round, 


The ring, by which the world is bound, 


Here bids his ſeat of empire grow, 
And builds his little heav'n below. 
Tus bridal partners thus ally'd, 
And thus in ſweet accordance ty d, 

One body, beart and ſpirit live, 
Enrich'd by every joy they give; 

Eike echo, from her vocal hold, 
Return'd in muſic twenty fold. 

Their union firm, and undecay'd,, - 
Nor time can ſhake, nor pow'r invade, 
But as the ſtem, and ſcion ſtand, 
Ingraſted by a ſkilful hand, 


They check the tempeſt's wintry rage, : 


And bloom and ſtrengthen into age. 

A thouſand amities unknown, 

And pow'rs, perceiv'd by love alone, 

Endearing looks, and chaſte deſite, 

Fan, and ſupport the mutual fire, 

Whoſe flame, perpetual, as refin'd, 

Is fed by an immortal mind. | 
Nor yet the nuptial ſanction ds | 

Like Nile it opens, and deſcends, 

Which, by apparent windings led, 

We trace to its celeſtial head. 

The fire, firſt ſpringing from above, 

Becomes the ſcource of life, and love, 

And gives his filial heir to flow, 

In fondneſs down on ſons below: 

Thus roll'd in one continu'd tide, 

To time's extremeſt verge they glide, 
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While kindred ſtreams,” on either hand, 
Branch forth in bleſſings o'er the land. x 

THe, wretch! no liſping babe ſhall ome, — 
No late · returning brother claim, Rear ll n 
No kinſman on thy road rejoĩce, 

No ſiſter greet thy ent'ring voice, 
Wich partial eyes no parents ſe, 
And bleſs their years reſtor'd in the. 

In age rejected, or declin d. 
An alien, ev'n among thy kind, | 
The partner of thy ſcorn'd embrace, 

Shall play the wanton in thy face, 
Each ſpark unplume thy little pride, 

All friendfhip fly thy faithleſsdide, + 

Thy name ſhall like thy carcaſs rot, 

In fickneſs ſpurn'd, in death forgot. | 

ALL-giving pow'r! great ſource of life! 

O hear the parent! hear the wife! | 
That. liſe thou lendeſt from above, 
Though little, make it large in love; 

O bid my feeling heart ex pant 
To every claim, on every hand; 0 
To thoſe from whom my daysd drew, 
Jo theſe, in whom thoſe days renew, 

To all my kin, however wide, 

In cordial warmth, as blood ally'd, 

To friends, with ſteely fetters twin'd, 
And to the cruel, not unkind! - 

Burt chief, the lord of my defire, 0 
My life, myſelf, my ſoul, my fire, * f 
Friends, children, all that wiſh can claim, | [ 
Chaſte paſſion claſp, and rapture name; | 
O ſpare him, ſpare him, gracious pow'r: 
O give him tomy lateſt hour! 
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Let me my length of life employ, 
To give my ſole enjoyment joy. 
His love, let mutual love excite, - 
Turn all my cares to his delight, 
And every needleſs bleſſing ſpare, 
Wherein my darling wants à ſhare. 
When he with graceful action wooes, 
And ſweetly bills, and fondly cooes, 
Ah! deck me, to his eyes alone, 
With charms attractive as his own, 
And in my circling wings careſs'd, 
Give all the lover to my breaſt. 
Then in our chaſte, connubial bed, 
My boſom pillow'd for his head, 
His eyes with bliſsful flumbers cloſe, 
And watch with me my lord's repoſe, 
Your peace around his temples twine, 
And love him, with a love like mine. 
AND, for I know his gen'rous flame, 
Beyond whate'er my ſex can claim, 
Me too to your protection take, 
And ſpare me for my huſband's fake. 
Let one unruſſſed, calm delight 
The loving, and belov'd unite; 
One pure defire our boſoms warm, 
One will direct, one wiſh inform; 
Through life, one mutual aid ſuſtain, - 
In death, one peaceful grave contain. FS 
WurL x, ſwelling with the darling theme, 
Her accents pour'd an endleſs ftream, 
'The well-known wings a ſound impart, 
That reach'd her ear, and touch'd her heart; 
Quick drop'd the muſic of her tongue, 
And forth with cager joy, ſhe ſprung. 
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As ſwift her ent'ring conſort flew, 

And plum'd, and kindled.at the view; 
"Their wings their ſouls embracing meet, 
Their hearts with anſw'ring meaſure beat; 
Half loſt in ſacred ſweets, and bleſs'd 
With raptures felt, but n&er exprefs'd. 

STRAIT to her humble roof ſhe led 
The partner of her ſpotleſs bed; 
Her young, a flutt' ring pair, ariſe, 
Their welcome ſparkling in their eyes; 
Tranſported, to their fire they bound, - 
And hang with ſpeechleſs action round. 
In pleaſure wrapt, the parents ſtand, 
And fee their little wings expand; 
The fire, his life - ſuſtaĩning prize 
To each expecting bill applies, 
There fondly pours the wheaten ſpoil, 
With tranſport giv'n, though won with toil, 
While, all collected at the ſight, 
And filentthrough ſupreme delight, 
The fair high heay'n of bliſs beguiles, 
And on her lord, and infant ſmiles. 

THE Sparrow, whoſe attention hung 
Upon the Dove's enchanting tongue, . 
Of all his little flights diſarm'd, ; 
And from himſelf, by virtue, charm'd, 
When now he ſaw, what only ſeem'd, | 

A fact, ſo late a fable deem'd, . 
His ſoul to envy he reſign'd, 
His hours of folly to the wind, 

In ſecret wiſh'd a turtle too, 
And ſighing to himſelf, withdrew, 
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F A B L E XCV. 
Taz FOX A&D THE GRAPES. 


Fox half-ſtarv't, a Vineyard ſpy'd, 
Where the Grapes hung i in cluſters dry d: 
He ſprang to reach them, but in vain | 
He jumpt, and jumpt, —but -miſs'd again. 
Convinc'd at length—* They're ſour, quoth he, 
„Who will may eat ſuch traſh for me.“ 

« How- many, like the Fox, deſpiſe 
* Thoſe heights to which they cannot riſe!” 
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FABLE XCVI. 
REASON axp IMAGINATION. 
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AS in the famous Sabine grove, 
Where wit ſo oft with judgment ſtrove, 
Imagination in the flight | : 
Of young deſire and gay delight, 

Began to think upon a mate, 

As weary of the ſingle ſtate; 

For fick of change, as left at will, 

And cloy'd with entertainment till, 

She thought it better to be grave, 

To ſettle, to take up, and fave; 

She therefore to her chamber ſped, 

And thus at firſt attir'd her head. 
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Vpon her hair, with brilliants grac'd, 
Her tow'r of beamy gold ſhe plac'd; 
Her cars with pendant jewels glow'd 
Of various water, curious mode; 
As nature ſports the wintry ice, 
In many a whimſical device. 
Her eye-brows arch'q; upon the n a 
Of rays beyond the piercing bemm 
Her cheeks in matchleſs colour high, 

She veil'd to fix the gazer's eye; 

Her breaſt, as white as fancy draws, 
She cover'd with a crimſon gauze; 

And on her wings ſhe threw perfume, | 
From buds of everlaſting bloom. 
Her zone, ungirded from her veſt, 

She wore acrofs her ſwelling breaſt, 

On which, in gems, this verſe was n 
make and ſhift the ſcenes of thought.“ 
In her right hand a wand ſhe held, 
Which Magic's utmoſt pow'r excell'd; 
And in her left retain'd a chart, 

With figures far ſurpaſſing art, 
Of other natures, ſuns and moons, 

Of other moves to higher tunes, * 
The Sylpbs and Sylphids, fleet as light,” + 
The fairies of the gameſome night. 
The Muſes, Graces, all attend ö 
Her ſervice to her journey's end: 

And Fortune, ſometimes at her hand, 
Is now the fav'rite of her band, 
Diſpatch'd before, the news to bear, 
And all th' adventure to prepare. 

BENEATH an holm-tree's friendly ſhade. 

Was Reaſon's little cottage- made: | 
I 
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Before, a civer deep and ſtill; 
Behind, a rocky, ſoaring hill. 
Himſelf, adorn'd in feemly plight, 
Was reading to the Eaſtern light; 
And evet, as he meekly knelt, 
Upon the book of wifdom dwelt. 
The ſpirit ot the ſhifting wheel 
Thus firſt eſſay'd his pulſe to feel: 
The nymph ſupreme o'er works of wit,” | 
Oer labour'd plan, and lucky bit, 
© Is coming to your homely cot, 
To call you to a-nobler lot; 
© I, Fortune, promiſe wealth and pow'r, 
By way of matrimonial dow'r; 
© Preferment crowns the golden day, 
When fair Occaſion Jeads the way.” 
Thus ſpake the frail, capricious dame, 
When ſhe: that ſent the meſſage came.— 

© From firſt Invention's bigher r ar 


1, queen of imag'ry, appear; 


And throw myſelf at Reaſon's feet, 
© Upon a weighty point to treat. 
© You dwell alone, and are too grave; 

© You make yourſelf too much a ſlave: 

© Your ſhrewd deductions run alength, 
© Till all your fpirits waſte their frength: 

© Your fav'rite logic is full cloſe, . 
© Your morals are too much a doſe; 

© You ply your ſtudies till you riſk 


© Your fenſes—you ſhould be more . 1 


© The doctors ſoon will find a flaw, 
© And lock you up in chains and ſtraw. 


_.* But if you. are inelin'd to take 


The gen'rous oſfer vhich I make, 


U 
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I'll lead you from this hole and ditch, * 
To gay Conception's topmoſt pitch; 
© To thoſe bright plains where croud in ſwarms. 
© The ſpirits of fantaſti farmsy ' 7 
To planets populous with elves; 
© To natures ſtill above themſelves, 
c By ſoaring to the wond'rous height 
Of notions which they ſtill create; 
© I'll bring yau to the pearly cars, 
By dragons drawn, above the ſtars; 
To colours of Arabian glow, 
© And to the heart · dilating ſhow: 
Of paintings, which ſurmount the life; 
At once your tut'reſs and your wife. 
« —Soft, ſoft, (ſays Reaſon,) ay nn 


Tho' to a parley T attend, . . 
] cannot take thee for a eb c enk 
© I'm loſt if e er I change my ſtate. 


But whenſoe'er your raptures-riſe, 2 + 
Tu try to come with my ſupplies. 4 
© To muſter up my ſober aid, | 

© What time your lively powers invade; 
© 'To act conjointly'in the war 

© On Dulneſs, whom we both abhor; 

© Andev'ry ſally that you make, 

© I muſt be there ſor conduct's ſake; 
Thy correſpondent, thine ally, 
Or any thing but bind and ty... 
© But e' er this treaty be agrees. 
Give me thy wand and winged ſteed: 
Take thou this compaſs and this rule, 

© 'That Wit may ceaſe to play the fool; 
And that thy-vot'ries who ure born 
For praiſe, may never fink to,ſcorn;?* + 
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RTUE and happineſs we find, F 
To no peculiar ſect confinꝰd; 
Attamable in ev'ry ſtation, + 
By ev'ry age, and ev'ry nation; 
By Engliſh—Spaniſh—Turk and Tartar; 
From honeſt Hob—to ſtar and garter. 
Some fancy ſweets Saturnian flow - 
In rural cots:——But is it ſo? -- 
A moment's patience, good my. friend, 
We'll tell a tale :—Do you attend: nd 
Then—when you've liſt' ned to the muſe, 
Adopt what ſentiment you chuſe. 


Fan from the town's infectious airy 

Moroſus fed his fleecy care: 5 
The playful lambkins ſkip'd around, | 
The fragrant flowrets deck'd the ground: 
The ſhepherds tript it on the green; 
No gloomy diſcontent was ſeen. - 

Morosvus had a beauteous ſpouſe; - 

Children twice two; an handſome houſe: 
Some fertile acres, which-brought clear 
About one hundred marks a year: 5 
Cows to make cheeſe—oxen for tillage, 
No ſwain ſo wealthy in the village. * 

Where joy and peace were grief and ſtriſc 
Dependant on the goods of liſe m;: 


LS 
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Moroſus might each year's increaſe 
Taſte the ſoft charms of joy and peace. 
Yet—ſtrange to tell the wretched wight, - 
Liv'd utter ſtranger to delight: 
Still pin'd for ſomething midſt his ſtore, 
Still heav'd the anxious figh for more. 


When more,—and more be got: what then? 


Why ſigh'd for more; —and more again. 
His wife, in duty, try'd. each art, 

To heal the ulcer in his heart: 

In vain:Moroſus' dogged ſoul. 

Remained impatient of controul ; 

Each day relaps'd from worſe to worſe, . 

His ſpleen augmented with his purſe. 


This thing was wrong ;—and this not right; | 


Z—ds !—take this mutton from my ſight. 


"Twas your on choice: by G- d, you lie; 


Then eat y dear ſome pigeon pye: 
Pies I abhor;—you know it well: 

Some hag has ſurely caſt a ſpell, . 
Reſolv'd this day I ſhould not eat: 

My dear—ſome remnants of calves feet. 
They ſtink:—to bear it Tm not able: 
Down go the diſhes with the table. 

IT happ'd-one day, in ſullen mood, 
Moroſus ſought his mid-day food. 
Before the uſual hour he came, 

That he might quarrel with his dame 


But ſhe deſcry'd him from afar, 
And fearful of approaching war, 
Uſed all the ſpeed that ſhe was able; 
The porridge ſmoak d upon the table. 
Moxo5vs, ſtarting with ſurprize, 
: ern it with malignant cyes, 
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Why! how comes dinner dreſs'd £2, ſoon * p 
I never yet came home till noon,. 
Had I pot nick'd it, by my troth 
You'd ſpoil the victuals and the broth. 
Then down he ſat the ſoop to fp, 
The boiling liquid fcalds his lip: - 
Againſt his wife he vents his rage: 
When thus the dame; more calm, more ſage. 
Tu proverb bids—, Tre heard at Tchool, 
Reſerve your breath your broth to co: 
Which maxim ſage had you obſerv'd, 
Your mouth from ſcald had been preſery'd. 
But thos it fares with all mankind, . 
Who to true happineſs are blind. | 
Df wealth, the pottage, deareſt Dick, 
Is truly bieroglyphick: 
Had von been calm, refrain'd fram riot, 
And eat your meſs in peace and quiet, 
The friendly liquid would impart. 
A genial comfort to your heart: 
Too greedy, now th' effects you feel, 
Your mouth you've burn'd, and ſpoil'd meal 
So riches ſoberly purfued, | 
Productive are of greateſt good: 
But if too eager in the chaſe, 
For bliſs, our torment we embrace. 
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My 
r A B L E XCVIIL FIT: 
Tr CRITIC AND BARD. 


Critic with a phiz ſevere, $a 
The quintefſence of cynic ſneer,,, 

Who ſtill put on the—very wiſe, 
A cuckow.in an owl's diſguiſe; | 
To while away his vacant time, 
Chanc'd to take up a book of rhyme; 
Whether the work of Dryden, Gay, 
Or Pope, we can't exactly fay ;—— ._ 
He reads, he ſneers, he drops the book, 
And with a ſelf-ſufficient look , 


Thus cries ——< Good heav'ns! what ſuf is here? 


Such nonſenſe fools alone can bear; 

© Your poets make their meadows laugh, 

© Their ſpears and ſwords the life blood quaff; 
© The liſt ning moon ſtoop from her ſphere, 


Some lover's madrigals to hear; 


While ſylphs and fairies—which ſtill worſe is, 
© (Fit entertainment for old nurſes) 
© Fill idle brains with fooliſh fancies, 
© Ev'n worſe than N—b—'s damn'd romances: 
© One common ſentiment in proſe, 
t Is worth a thouſand books. like thoſe.? 

Hz ſpoke, and to his great ſurprize, 
The poet's ſhade confronts his eyes: 
© Shall grovelling pedants rules nooſe 
© And judge of ſong by laws of proſe, _ 
* (Exclaims the Bard)—Shall ache aſpire, 
* Fyeleſg, to guide bright ſons of fire? 
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* As well might owls thro' blaze of noon, 
Guide Jore's own bird to hath the ſun 
The Plaſtic ſiſters can with caſe 
© Inſpire, create, whene'er they pleaſe; 
© With life can fields, trees, loads endue, 
© Ev'n all things —fave ſuch clods as you 
Tut Muſes' temple, high in air, 
© Was never form'd by rule or ſquare; 
© Inſpired by the genial nine, | 
© Wild Fancy.drew the plan divine; 
© And while they fung their heav'nly ſtrains 
To mufic roſe the magic ſane. 
© Be humble, wretch, thy ſpleen controul, 
© For know—you're but a critic mole; 
And moles, when Phcebus ſhines moſt bright, 
© Are bury d in the darkeſt night,” 
Zo ſaid, the Bard, frowning diſdain, 
Re-melted into air again: 
Th' unfeeling Critic, undiſmay'd, 
Scarce underſtood one word was ſaid ; 
But like his brethren of all four, 
Thought on—as he had thought before. 
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F A B L E XCIX. 
T AHR FISHERMAN. | 
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An honeſt clown Dorus his name, 

With fraudful line, and baited hook«⸗k + 
Near the ſea ſhare his ſtation took B 
In hopes the cravings to ſupply 3 
Of a large helpleſs family: n T 
But Fortune, who her favour ſheds, 
Seldom upon deſerving heads, 
On Dorus glanc'd with ſcornful ſpite; - 
No prize—not ev'n a ſingle bite. 
Tir'd with ill luck he now deſpairs, 
And for a hungry home prepares; 
When to his joy and great ſurprize, ; 
He feels. a. iſh of monſtrous ſize, 
(So flatters ſmiling hope)—— W hen, Ro WI 
Fortune again appears his foe; OY 
He drags on ſhore, with cautious pull. 
A fiſh? — Ah no— a human ſkull; 
A ghaſtly and forbidding treat, 
Improper food for him to eat: 
What can he do?———Shall he again 
Commit his capture to the main? 
But here humanity prevails, 
And piety his heart aſſails: 
Who knows, cries Dorus, Sith a ſigh, 
(A keart-ſprung tear in either eye) . 
But this might once a portion be 
Of a poor ſpouſe, or fire like me; 
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On whoſe endeavours a large brood 
Of hitle ones might bang for food; 
© Shipwreck'd perhaps in ſight of land, 
Or murder d by ſome: villaig's hang; 
* My duty and my feelings too 

_ © Strongly evince what I ſhou'd do; 
The kindneſs which to him I ſhew, 

p 8 1 Ee 22 
80 faid, away the ſkull he Vid, 
And in the woods a grave prepares: 
He digs—his heart dilates with — 
To find a beav'n- ſent golden treaſure 3 
A treaſure to his utmoſt wiſhes, | 
Superior to ten thoufand fiſhes; 
With which tie joyous marches home, 
The ſkull n in Its room. * 
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Tnosx hearts —— diſtend,, 
In Providence are ſure to meet a friend ; 
And the fame love we: to our brethren ſhew, 
Our Heavenly Father wilt on us beſtow. 
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'W O boys at Chriſtmas dinner plac'd, 
The board a large Plumb-pudding grat'd; 
Their plates well heap'd they glad ſurvey, 
But each indulg'd a different way: | 
Jack, who was greedy of the plumbs, 
Firſt pick'd them out, then lick'dhis thumbs; 
He eat, and faid—* Twas ſpecial good: 
His plumbs devour'd—The remnant food 
Quite plain, now prov'd a worthleſs ſtore; 
He taſted, but cou'd eat no maze; 
The ſweets had ſpoil'd his reliſh quite, 
Pudding unplumb'd gives no delight; 
And to acquire more plumbs unable, 
Hungry, he crying left the wiſe. 


Wirn nth more caution Dick proceeds, 
And on the plumbleſs portion feeds; 
His feaſt determin'd. to conclude - , 
With plumbs, that rich, deliciong food 
But when the plain was ſwallow'd, Dick 
Flad eat fo much, he was quite ſick; 
His appetite, alas, was flown, 
And ev'n for plumbs his reliſh gone: 


Like Tantalus he view'd his ſtore, | 
And cry'd;—for he cou'd hold no more; 
And what he'd ſav'd with miſer care, 

A better appetite muſt heir. * 
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He who his plumbs unmix'd deſtroys, 


Will foon regret his hort-lividjoysz 
While he who keeps em for the laſt, 
Too late will mourn a blunted taſte: 
Then let us take the plain with ſweet, T Ip 
And like good boys our pudding eit, 
Juſt as tis cut us from above, .. 1 
Nox prolighs or miſers prove. 1 
tw e n 
4 ö | „ 
R f r 1 
| N 5 * 
| 8 
, * * 


— *, —_ 
— - ” 


